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THE 


AUTHOR's PREFACE. 


'T urs Drama is a continuation of my V1R- 
GIN OF THE SUN. At the ſuggeſtion of my 
friend Schrader, many trifling alterations have 
been made from the original manuſcript. 
Theſe, from reſpect for his modeſty, I might 
have been diſpoſed to paſs over in filence, did 
not more powerful reaſons urge- their being 
pointed out. In the firſt place, the opinion of ſo 
excellent a dramatic critic as Schrader, muſt 
always be conſidered as of great weight, and as 
giving a ſanction to whatever has paſſed ſuch an 
ordeal; And ſecondly, did I not explain how 
far I am indebted to him, the applauſe which 
the Piece has obtained, might excite the envious 
and malicious to inſinuate, that even a greater 
ſhare of that applauſe is due to my friend than 
the reality would juſtify. Some of the altera- 
tions were actually made by Schrœder himſelf, 
bothers 


iv THE AUTHOR's PREFAGE. 


dthers were undertaken by me, from hints which 


he furniſhed. 

Among the former, the principal were the 
ſuppreſſion of the ſcene where Diego is brought 
as a priſoner into the Spaniſh camp, which in 
Schrœder's opinion interrupted the general effect 
of the Firſt Att by a piece of mirth, unſeaſonably 
introduced, as having no neceſlary connection 
with the reſt of the Play ;*—alſo the omiſſion of 
a Chorus, and an Air ſung by Elvira to the 
guitar; and, above all, the removal of one very 
dark ſhade from Pizarro's character, who, in the 
original endeavours, in violation of his word ſo- 
lemnly given, to get Rolla again into his power. 
The laſt and moſt advantageous of Schrœder's 
own alterations, is making Pizarro gueſs at El- 
vira's deſign upon his life, which originally was 
diſcovered to him by Rolla in very harſh terms ; 
a circumſtance undoubtedly detraQting, in ſome 
meaſure, from the general grandeur of Rolla's 
character, | | 


* By a miltake of the Printer's, this ſcene is retained in the 
publication. Note by the Author. 


The Tranſlator has alſo retained it, as not entering into the 
force of Schrader's objection. 
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Among my oven alterations, made at the ſug- 
geſtion of Schrœder, may be noticed the change 
of Valverde from Pizarro's chaplain to his ſecre- 
trary. To this I was induced from a conviction, 
that it muſt invariably excite diſguſt, to behold, 
either upon the great theatre of the world itſelf, 
or the little theatre, which is only an epitome of 
the greater, a clergyman of ſo contemptible a 
character. It was indeed my intention that this 
alteration ſhould have been confined to the 
Stage ; and that jn the cloſet the Prieſt, who 
is no fictitious perſonage, ſhould appear in his 
native unworthineſs : yet at laſt 1 had neither 
time nor inclination to trouble myſelf farther 
about ſuch a wretch ; and I therefore let him 
remain as he now itands. 

But the moſt important change the Piece has 
undergone, and that for which 1 tee] myſelf moſt 
deeply indebted to the ſuggeſtions of my friend, 
is the elevation of mind now given to Elvira; and 
| truſt that this character, which doubtleſs, in the 
original, approached too nearly to that of a com- 
mon proſtitute, will in its preſent form excite both 
compaſſion and admiration. 
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Some other alterations propoſed by Schrader, 
I declined to adopt, ſince they appeared dictated 
by no other principle than a miſtaken compli- 
ance with the times. As for inſtance, the omiſſion 
of that paſſage where I notice the Papal Bulls, 
by one of which America was granted to the 
Spaniards, and by the other the Indians were 
determined to be Men, not Afes,—as well as that 
wherein I mention the Thirteen Indians who 
were hung in honour of Chriſt and his Apoſtles. 
Theſe are hiſtorical facts, which I can ſee no ſolid 
reaſon againſt introducing upon the Stage.* 


* The Tranflator has omitted the remainder of the Preface ; 
as it has no relation to the preſent work, but refers entirely to 


two other of the Author's —_ its infertion appeared 
ſuperfluous, 22 
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VALVERDE, Secretary to Pizarro. 
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THE 


SPANIARDS IN PERU; 


OR THE 


DEATH OF ROLLA, 


ACT I. 


SCENE I.—The inſide of P1zARRO's Tent in the 
Spaniſh Camp. 


ELviRa in Man's Apparel, ſleeping upon a Couch. 
VAIVERDE enters {+ ffi, looks at her paſſionately 
for a few Moments, then kneels by her, and kiſſes her 
Hand as it hangs down. ELVIXA wakes, and Cafts 
upon him a Look of pointed Indignation, 


V ALVERDE, 


Forerve the effect of your charms. : 

E'vira. Oh wonderful !—that you ſhould be likely ta 
perform a miracle. 

Valverde. A miracle! What miracle? 

Elvira. No leſs than to ſet a woman at variance with 
her own beaut 

Valverde. You are very ſevere. 

Elvira. Why did you diſturb my dreams ?—they were 
ſo pleaſin 

bd, Of what were you dreaming ? 
Elvira. That I faw you hanging. 

B Valverde, 
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Valverde. How long will Elvira revile my love ? 

Elvira. Your love! Who would give ſo honourable 
an appellation to a ſentiment ſo ſpurious and baſe ?—Be- 
tween ourſelves, Valverde, when you talk of love, you 
reſemble a beggar aſking alms, and then ſnatching the 
purſe from the hand that was about to relieve him, while 
- the ſame time he invoked God's bleſſing upon the 
charity. ; | 

Valverde. What dare not a lovely woman fay ? 

, Elvira, What dare not a coxcomb do ?—Who gave 
you leave to come and diſturb my ſleep ?—Is it not enough, 
that I am waked every night by the rattle of drums ? 
And yet I had rather that my ears were tormented, than 
my eyes. OD 15 

Valverde. You are perfect miſtreſs of the art of trying 
a man's patience. 4 ; 

Eluira. Would you wiſh Pizarro to be informed of 
your omg ; 

Valverde. Rather tell me by what ſpell Pizarro holds 

ou in ſuch bongage ? His eyes are wild and ſtaring, his 

rd is ſhaggy and uncombed—he is a hypocrite in 
friendſhip, a tyrant in love.— — 

Elvira. Hold !—this funeral ſermon is premature !— 
remember he is not yet dead. ed 

Valverde. Rough and unpoliſhed, both in body and 
mind—a driver of ſwine in his youth, he now rules men 
as if they were ſwine. | 

Elvira. He ſhews by this that he knows them accu- 
rately. 

Valverde. Ignorant as an Andaluſian mule-driver, this 
mighty hero cannot even read or write. 

Elvira, My good friend, a woman devoted to love, 
concerns herſelf little whether the object of her paſſion be 
learned or illiterate, for love is only written in the heart, 
and is to be read only in the eyes. Valour will much 
more eaſily enchain the ſoul of a woman than learning, 
Pizarro fights with the fword, you with the pen—he ſpills 
blood, you only ſpill ink. | 

Valverde. I do not find that we have been hitherto 
much benefited by the effuſion of either. 

Elvira. Nor would all the ink ever conſumed by you, 
have enabled Nugnez Balboa to diſcover the South 4 


THE DEATH OF RoLLA. 3 


ſtill leſs would ſtudying the propoſitions of Ariſtotle 
have inſpired Pizarro and Almagro with ſpirit to fit out 
their frail veſſel and encounter ſo many dangers; but 
you might have remained groveling amid the duſt of 
the ſchools, while I had been immured in a con- 
vent, 

Valverde. It yet remains a queſtion, whether we are 
gainers or loſers by our preſent altered ſituations. 

Elvira. Monaſtic uniformity ! The flumber of a mar- 
mot ! Heaven preſerve me from ſuch a life! 

Valverde. This is always the caſe with women—they 
are never contented without eminence. Splendid miſery is 
more welcome to them, than calm repoſe and domeſtic 
happineſs. F 

Elvira. Do you know what is, above all things, their 
averſion? The intruſive babble of a preacher of common 
ſayings. 

Valverde. Scoff as you pleaſe, madam, while the 
ſun continues to ſhine, but when the thunder rolls you 
may be awed—and that moment 1s perhaps not far 
diſtant. | | 

Elvira. (Scornfully) Valverde turning prophet !— 
on what foundation may he build his dark oracles ? 

Valverde. Are we not in a foreign land, where death 
lies in ambuſh for us, in every new plant, in every un- 
known fruit hunger may impel us to taſte, —and where 
thoſe whom the ſword ſpares, periſh from being un- 
accuſtomed to the climate. Our numbers are daily dimi- 
niſhing. | = 

Elvira. Is not that a benefit to us? — ſince the ſurvivors 
are their heirs, ' 

Valuerde. There is the point—you are led away by 
your rapacity. 

Elvira. And by what principle is Valverde led away ? 
Do you ſuppoſe, that I cannot diſcern the wolf, becauſe 
he imitates the bleating of the ſheep ? Do you imagine it 
poſſible to veil the rogue from the eyes of a woman ?— 
Away, away! believe me, that throughout the whole 
camp, not one perſon will be found who — his genuine 
ſentiments - Las-Caſas excepted. 

Valverde. Name not that fanatic, with his viſions of 
humanity and toleration. 


B 2 __ Etuira 
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Elvira. Name him not !—know, that there are mo- 
ments, when the viſions of this old man impreſs my heart ſo 
powerfully, that I could even kiſs his grey beard; nor can 
I find any means of effacing the impreſſion again, but by 
devoting the night to revelry. * 

Valverde. Shame on thee! 

. Elvira. Ah! had I but been bleſſed with an earlier 
knowledge of him, who can ſay what might have been 
my fate! | 

Valverde. A holy enthuſiaſt in the cauſe of his beloved 
humanity, as it is pleaſed to ſtyle itſelf. And. indeed no- 
thing ſo eaſily leads men into enthuſiaſm, as a fine ſound- 
ing word, which has no definite idea, The imagi- 
nation groans, and the martyr is inſtantly born. ; 

Elvira. Valverde a philoſopher, too? 

Valverde. Does that diſpleaſe you? Well, then, let us 
deſcend from the clouds of philoſophy, to wander amid the 
flowers of love. 3 88 

Eluira. They would wither beneath your footſteps. 
In ſhort, groveler, if ever you hope to gain Elvira's love 
you muſt throw away your pen, graſp a ſword, and achieve 
ſome illuſtrious action. r 

Valverde. What mighty actions has Pizarro a- 
chieved ? | 8 | 

Elvira. Aſk both the old and the new world. By 
the force of his own talents, he has raiſed himſelf from 
the low ſtation of a ſwine-driver, to the exalted rank of 
a warrior. When, in a ſmall ſhip, and accompanied 
only by a hundred followers, he quitted Panama to con- 
quer an unknown world, my heart whiſpered me, This 
muſt be a bold man.” But, afterwards, when, in the little 
ifland of Gallo, he with his ſword marked a line in the 
ſand, and mag nanimouſly defired thoſe of his followers who 
were diſcontented, and wiſhed to depart, to croſs that line; 
when he was deſerted by all but thirteen tried friends, 
who ſwore adherence to him at all hazards, at whoſe 
head he reſolutely devoted himſelf to death, or the accom- 
pliſhment of his purpoſe, my heart cried aloud, « 7his is a 

reat man] + | 

Valverde. Great,—ſhould he ſucceed; but, if his pro- 
jects miſcarry, the world will call him a fool. = 
| VIra, 
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Elvira, The fate of every hero Children look with 
gaping mouths after a rocket that aſcends boldly, but 
laugh, when one burſts in lighting. 

Valverde. But ſhould this rocket riſe till it reach the 
clouds, what would then be your expectations: 5 

Elvira. To become Vice- queen of Peru. Pizarro 
ſhall govern this untutored people, I will civiliſe them. 

Valverde. Think you ſo? How little do you know 
Pizarro's crafty ambition. Should fortune raiſe him 
to the height to which he aſpires, his hand will doubt- 
leſs be offered to ſome rich maiden, whoſe high birth may 
caſt a veil over the obſcurity of his own, and whoſe con- 
nections at court may ſerve as a ſhield to protect him, 
while poor Elvira, with all that ſhe has done and ſuffered 
for his ſake, will be inſtantly forgotten, 

Elvira. Ha !—ſhould this be fo ?—But, hiſs on vene- 
mous reptile ! 

Valverde. And, on the contrary, ſhould Pizarro's hum- 
ble fecretary be promoted to the rank of his chancellor, 
Elvira may feek a ſhelter in Valverde's arms. 

Elvira, Impudent wretch ! 

Valverde. You trample down flowers which you might 
pluck, in aiming at fruit beyond your reach. Believe 
me, while Alonzo de Molina ſhall continue to inſtruct the 
Peruvians in our arts, Pizarro may be content to thraſh 
empty ſtraw. 

Elvira. And believe me, while I am convinced that 
Pizarro remains worthy of my affection, no petty calum- 
nies ſhall effect our ſeparation. Should fortune turn her 
back upon him, if it be for no demerits of his own, Elvira 
will {till take him by the hand. 

' Valverde. Repentance only hobbles on, it is true, yet 
it will at laſt overtake fools.— Hiſt !—I hear his voice! 

Elvira. Haſte, hypocrite land aflume thy maſk of 
honour. | 


SCENE II.—Enter PL AR RO. Seeing ELVIRA and VAL./ 
VERDE together, be ſtarts, and obſerves them beth with 


an eye of dark ſuſpicion. V ALVERDE bows obſcquionfly. | 
ELVvIRA laughs. . 


Pizarro, Why do you laugh ? Elvira. 


— — — — m 5 


| 
| 
| 
f 
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E:vira: To laugh and weep we know not why,—is the 
privilege of woman. 

Pizarro, But, I inſiſt upon knowing your reaſon. 

Elvira. You may inſiſt, but I ſhall ſtill be ſilent. 

Valverde. Donna Elvira was ridiculing my fears. 

Pizarro, What fears ? 

Valverde. Leſt the enemy through their ſuperiority in 
numbers, and inſpired by Alonzo—— | 

Pizarro. Only a woman, and thoſe who reſemble wo- 
men, could fear that boy. 

Valverde. You are right; it was childiſh puſillanimity. 
What arrogance and folly ! He, a pupil of your's, trained 
under your ſtandard, now dares to ſet himſelf up in oppo- 
fition to his maſter ! af 

Pizarro, He, who ate at my own table, who flept in 
my own tent. EY 

Halverde. Ungrateful wretch ! 

Pizarra. He was entruſted by his mother to my care. 
She was a haughty woman, and I thought I diſcovered in 
the breaſt of this boy, a ſpark of heroic fire which might 
eaſily be fanned into a flame. 

Elvira. Tis the province of our ſex alone, to farm 
heroes. 2» 

Pizarro. Do you think ſo?—I have never loved. 

Elvira. Then you cannot be a hero. | 

Pizarro, (To p, alverde) Often as I have related to 
Alonzo the ftory of my firſt expedition — how, with a 
handful of men, I was driven about for ſeventy days ſuc- 
ceſſiyely — how ſtorms and billows at ſea, rivers, marſhes, 
and trackleſs foreſts by land, made each ſtep we took as 
toilſome as a day's journey — how, at one time, the wild 
inhabitants of the coaſt, at another, the elements, com- 
bated againſt us — how perpetual conflicts, hunger, a 
fultry climate, and fatal diſeaſes, daily diminiſhed our little 
troop, till neceflity at laſt compelled me to abandon a 
country curſed by the decrees of nature herſelf, and fave 


my life by ſeeking refuge on an inhoſpitable ſhore, oppo- 


ſite to the Pearl Iſlands.— Often, as 1 have deſcanted on 
theſe things to Alonzo, has he, full of admiration, claſped 
me in his arms, while tears trembled in his fine blue 
eyes. 

Valverde. And whoſe feet trampled down this hopeful 
plant? Pizarro. 
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Pizarro. Las- Caſas came with his ſmooth tongue, and 
talked to him of moving in a higher ſphere, till he intoxi- 
cated him with enthuſiaſm; and from that hour I wearied 
myſelf in vain, in endeavouring to draw my youthful charge 
from his air-built caſtles in the clouds, down to the real 
world below. _ 2 

Valverde. Till, at length, he forſook you, joined your 
enemies, and betrayed his native country. | 


Pizarro, But, firſt, the boy was weak enough to at- 


tempt ſhaking the principles of a man like Pizarro. He 
hung in tears about my neck, tried to wheedle the graſped 
ſword out of my hand, called the Peruvians our bre- 
thren | 

Valverde. Obſtinate heathens our brethren !—there, 
indeed, I recognize Las-Caſas. 

Pizarro. Finding, however, that his tears fell upon 
ſenſeleſs marble, he gave up the cauſe, and went over 
to the enemy. Traitor- like, inſtructed them in our arts 
both of war and peace, informed them of our ſtrength 
and our weakneſs, and, at laſt, oh ſhame !—compelled 
me to make a diſgraceful retreat. | | 

Valverde. But vengeance hovers over his head. 

Pizarro, Yes! I have returned with a mightier force! 
and the boy ſhall feel that Pizarro ftill lives! 


Valverde. The queſtion is, — whether Alonzo till 
lives ? 


Pizarro, That is certain. His follower, Diego, is 
juſt taken priſoner, who reports the enemy to be twelve 
thouſand ſtrong,” with Alonzo and Rolla at their head. 
This day they offer a great ſacrifice to their idols—Of 


the . thoughtleſs ſecurity of that moment I mean to take 
advantage, and ſprinkle their ſacrifice with their own 


blood. | 
Elvira, Surpriſe battle! —Pizarro, will you not take 
me with you? | E914] ol 
Pizarro. We are not going to a ball. 


Elvira, Nor did I ſuppoſe I made the requeſt to a 
dancer, | 


Pizarro, If you can find in my armoury, a ſword light 


enough to ſuit the hands of a woman, come and take 
your ſtation at my fide. 


Elvira. Shall you then love me better? 
| 2 5 Pizarre. 


/ 
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Ptzarro. Yes, and for this reaſon ; becauſe the tumult 
of battle would-be a fortreſs in which I ſhould conſider 
your fidelity as ſecure. 

. Elvira. You miſtake. A woman intent upon deceiv- 
ing would not be deterred from her purpoſe, even by 
ſtorms or earthquakes. 

Pizarro. I thank you for the hint, and will write it in 
my memory. 

Elvira. You cannot write. 

Pizarro. (With a look of anger) Elvira! 

Elvira. Is that my fault? 

ö Pizarro. You know, what I will not endure to 
car. 

Elvrra. Had one of your legs been broken at nurſe, 
ſhould you have been aſhamed of limping ? 

Pizarro, Enough !—let me never hear this again. 

a - Hagen (Afidr) Achilles was vulnerable only in the 
eel. | 


SCENE III.—Drrco is brought in guarded. 


Pizarro. Behold Diego !--welcome, good friend. 

Diego. Oh, me!—unfortunate mother's ſon that I am! 

Pizarro. Do yeu not recolle& me? 

Diego. Could I poflibly forget the flower of Spaniſh 
knighthood ? 
Pixarro. How long may it be, fince you laſt viſited 
my kitchen? ; 

Diego. So long, that I am now almoſt waſted to a 
ſkeleton. . | 

Pizarro, Is your maſter living ? 

Diego. He is. 

Pizarro, What brought you into our camp ? 

Diego. The people in your outpoſts were roaſting a 
ſucking pig, and I was allured by the ſmell. 

Pizarro. What is the enemy's ſtrength ? 

Diego. Twelve thouſand men. | 

Pizarro. And Alonzo is at their head? 

Diego. Alonzo and Rolla. 

Pizarro. Who js this Rolla ? 
| 2 Diego. 
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Diego. A ſavage in league with Satan himſelf, He 
flourithes a club with the fame caſe as I might a quarter of 
lamb, and is as ready with the uſe of his ſword, as your 
cook with her ſkimmer. 

Pizarro. I ſhall be pod. to become acquainted with him. 

Are he and Alonzo friends ? 

U Diego. Warm friends, for. he is in love with Donna 
ora. 

Elvira. Who is Donna Cora? 

Diego. My maſter's wife. 

Pizarro, Your maſter then is married ? 

Valverde. And to a h-athen !—what an abomination ! 

Diego. But they love each other, like wo common 
people. 

Jaluerde. Has ſhe been baptized ? 

Diego. No—for my maſter thinks that ſhe may be vir- 
tuous without it, 

Valverde. The miſcreant ! 

Pizarro, Is Cora with him in the camp ? 

Diego. Both ſhe and her child, as well as a number of 
other women. 

Pizarro, I rejoice to hear it. The more incum- 
brances they have among them, the eaſier will be our 
victory; and beſides the womens' cries and ſcreams diſ- 
hearten the men. Are they prepared for battle? 

Diego. They are to have a great ſacrifice this day, 

Valverde. To the Devil, I ſuppoſe ? 

Diego. No, to the Sun. 

Valverde. A human ſacrifice, however? 

Diego. Only fruits and aromatic plants. 

Pizarro, It ſhall be our part to ſprinkle them with 
human blood. —Enough, Signor Diego. You, in the 
mean time, may ſerve as turn- ſpit in my kitchen, 


Diego. Willingly. Look at my meagre body and 


lank legs. Putrid fiſh, ſour cherries, and maize, are the 
only food which this country has afforded me. 

Pizarro, The fate you deſerve is, to be tied up to the 
next tree, 

Diego. Oh terrible! (To Elvira.) F air, young gentle- 
man, inteicede for me! 

Pizarro, Be gone I I hou owelt ty life to thy ſtupi- 


dity, 
5 | Diego. 


C 
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Diego. Then God be thanked for making me ftupid ! 
(Going) | : 

One of the Guards, Is he to be put in chains? 

Diego. Fool! put thy own tongue in chains. 

Pizarro. Give him plenty to eat and drink - then we 
ſhall be ſecure againſt his running away. 

Diego. Long live Don Pizarro! —he does not forget his 
old friends. (Exit) | 

Pizarro. Yes, it is reſolved! the ſacrificers ſhall be- 
come the victims. Firſt we will hold a council of war, 
and then to battle. Elvira leave me. 

Elvira, Why this command ? | 

Pizarro, Becauſe I am going to hold counſel with 
men. 24 

Elvira. As if a woman were then an intruder. Truly 
you men are ungrateful wretches - you would employ the 
moſt uſeful creature beſtowed upon you by nature, merely as 
a play-thing. TI will ſtay. | | 

Pixarro. Stay then; but be ſilent, if you can. | 

Elvira. ' I ſhall be occupied in thought. It is only the 
empty head that babbles—refleQion. is always ſilent, 


SCENE IV.—Enter Las-Casas, ALmacro, Gon- 
| ZALO, DAvILA, and other OFFICERS. 


, 2 


Las-Caſas. You have ſummoned us hither. 

Pizarro. Sit down venerable old man,—and you, my 
good friends. The moment is arrived in which we are to 
reap the fruits of our hazardous enterprize. The enemy, 
lulled in ſecurity, this day offer a facrifice to their gods, at 
which moment I am of opinion that we ſhould ſurprize 
them, put the armed to death, and make the unarmed 
ſlaves. | | 

Almagro. My voice is for death to every Peruvian, arm- 
cd or unarmed. | 

Gonzalo, But, we may ſpare the women and children. 

Almagro. Better extirpate the whole race. 

Jalverde. For the honour of our faith! 

Las-Caſas, Do not blaſpheme. | 

| I Almagro. 
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Almagro. We have loitered a ſufficient time upon this 
Coaſt, 


Las-Caſas. And you would have recourſe to murder for 


employment. 
Almagro. We are as yet unrepaid for the heavy ex- 
pences of our armament. | 
Pizarro. We are reduced to want, and the troops be- 
gin to murmur, | 
Gonzalo, While Alonzo, rioting in abundance, ſcoffs 
at us, . | | 
Pizarro, Traiterous boy! | 
Las Caſas, My heart whiſpers me, that Alonzo feels a 
painful conflict in his boſom, between humanity and love 
for his native country, 
Almagro. Your heart ſeeks to defend your pupil. 
Las-Caſas. Yes, he is indeed my pupil, and I am 
proud to call him ſo! 

Almagro. Enough ?—he ſhall learn to know us. 
Pizarro, The enemy's force increaſes every day; we 
are ſtrangers to the country, ſurrounded by want, and de- 
lay relaxes courage. The only reſource againſt ſuch nu- 
merous and formidable evils, is a battle. 

All, (Excepting Las-Caſas) A battle I—a battle 

Las-Caſas. What a re-echoing of that dreadful word 
And againſt whom is this attack to be direted ?—againſt 
a mild king, who but a few days ago offered you his hand 
in 2 a people, whom you found inoffenſively 
rilling their fields, and with innocent hearts worſhipping 
their Creator, according to their own form. | 

Valverde. Heathens who adore the Sun, and whom the 
ſword muſt extirpate. | 

Las-Caſas, Is the bloody meaſiire of your barbari- 
ties not yet full? — When will you be ſatiated with the 
ſufferings of theſe pious children of innocence, who re- 
ceived you ſo hoſpitably ?— Thou Power Almighty, whoſe 
thunder cleaves the rocks, and whoſe Sun can diſſolve 
even mountains of ice, lend thy force to my words, ſince 
it is thy glory I ſeek to uphold ! ( Addreſſing himſelf again 
to the Aſſembly) Oh caſt but a retroſpective glance upon 
the millions of unhappy victims already facrihced to 
your rapacity I Vou were received by this people as 
gods, you came among them as devils !—Willingly and 

C 2 clecrfully 


1 
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cheerfully did they give you of their gold and fruits, while 
in return, you violated their wives and daughters. Human 
nature revolted againſt ſuch outrages, and the oppreſſed 
began to utter complaints—then, did you ſend your blood 
hounds to hunt them down, while thoſe who eſcaped from 
this infernal chace, were either yoked to the plough to cul- 
tivate their own fields for your uſe, or buried in their 
gold mines, to ſupply your inſatiable avarice with the pre- 
cious ore. 75 8 

Pizarro. You exaggerate ! 

. * Las-Coſas. I exaggerate !—Would to God that this 
were all | but more Nt remains—deeds that might draw 
tears from the eyes of a tyger I- Vet, Oh my lorrows |. 
overpower me not, permit me to ſpeak on !—Wagers 
were laid among you, which could clcave a man aſunder, or 
ſtrike off a head with the greateſt dexterity—you tore 
children from their mother's arms, and daſhed them againſt 
rocks you roaſted the chiefs at a flow fire, and if their 
dreadful cries diſturbed the ſlumbers of the dæmons by 
whom they were tormented, gags were thruſt into their 
throats to filence them. Thirteen Indians were hung 
upon thirteen ſeparate gibbers—Oh God! can it be men- 
tioned without blaſpheming !—in honour of Chriſt and his 
Apoſtles! —Theſe horrors, my own eyes have witneſſed 
and J ſtill live! Donna Elvira, you weep—is your heart 
alone affected by this horrible picture? 

Almagro. She and you are the only women among us. 

Pizarro. What 2 relate does not concern us. We 
are not reſponſible for the barbarities of a Columbus, or 
an Ovando. 8 

Las-Ciſas. Are you not about to renew them ? 

Valverde. Suppoſing we were—it remains yet undecid- 
ed, whether theſe Indians be men or apes. 

Las-Caſas. Woe unto thoſe who wait for a Bull from 
the Holy-Father, before they can decide fuch a queſ- 
tion. ; 

Valverde. The new world was given us by him, 70 
ſubdue it by aid of the divine favour,”'* x | 


* The words of the Papal Bull, See Robertſon's Hiſtory of 
America. Note by the Auther, „„ 


Pizarre, 
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Pizarro. Enough of this war of words. Time paſſes, 
and opportunity flies are you reſolved to fight? 

All. *Tis our earneſt deſire, 

Las-Caſas. Oh ſend me firſt among theſe Peruvians, as 
a meſſenger of peace let me endeavour, by gentle means, 
to inſtil our holy religion into their hearts ! : 


Valverde. Firſt, let our heroes fight, and prepare the way 
for your doctrines. 


Las-Caſas, With blood? PIE, 
Almagro, Which you may waſh away with pious tears ! 
— Haften my friends let us delay no longer | 
Las-Caſas. O God! thou haſt anointed me thy ſervant, 
rot to curſe, but to bleſs ! —yet here my bleſſing were 
blaſphemy !—Be ye-cuiſed then, ye fratricides - curſed be 
your barbarous projects, and may the innocent blood 
ſhed this day, be upon you, and your children For me, 
I renounce your ſociety for ever.— I can no longer endure 
to be a witneſs of your ſavage phrenzy. I will bury my- 
felf in ſome cave or foreſt, and hold intercourſe only with 
thoſe leſs ferocious monſters, tygers and leopards—and- 
when, at laſt, I ſhall ſtand in judgment, together with you, 
before kim whoſe mild doctrines you have this day for- 
ſworn, then, tremble at the charges I muſt be compelled 
to bring againſt you !—( Going) 
Elvira. (With involuutary emition) Las-Caſas, take 
me with you! 
Las. Caſas. No, remain here, and, if it be poſſible, ſave 
theſe men from the judgments their inhumanity muſt 
call down upon them, I can go no farther—my efforts 
are exhauſted—but the charms of a woman may prove more 
powerful than the eloquence of an old man. Perhaps you 


may be eletted as the guardian angel of theſe unfortunate 
Peruvians. (Exit 


Pizarro, What would you do, Elvira ? 


Elvira, I ſcarcely know, mylelf, Las-Caſas appeared 
to me at this moment, like ſomething more than human, 
and you with all the reſt, ſo far below humanity— 

Almagro, The old man raves. 


Ja verde. And plans viſionary worlds, like Plato. 
Pizarro, He has no longer any powers of enjoyment 


F 


— 
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himſ%f, and therefore aſſumes the character of a preacher 
of repentance. _ | | | 

Elvira. Say what you pleaſe, but my heart revolts 
againſt your proceedings. | | 

Gonzalo, Compaſſion is becoming to a beautiful wo- 
man. 

Elvira, As humanity to a conqueror. 

Pizarro, *Tis well, that we are rid of this preacher of 
morality. 

Almagro. We ſhall now yawn leſs, and fight more. 

Pizarro. At noon, the enemy will be engaged in this 
ſacrifice ; then, Almagro, you ſhall wheel round by. the 
left, through the foreſt, while youz Gonzalo, ſhall aſcend 
the hill to the right, and I will fall upon the camp directly 
in front, If we ſucceed here, the gates of Quito are opened 
to receive us, | 
F Almagro. And we hail thee, our general, king of 

eru. | JO, 

Pizarro, Excuſe me, my- good friends. He who pro- 
ceeds flowly, proceeds ſecurely. Ataliba ſhall remain on 
his throne, the ſhadow of a ſovereign, while I will marry 
bis daughter, govern under him, and ſecure my ſucceſſion 
to the monarchy at his death. £ 
Gonzaln, An excellent plan. 

Almagro. Pizarro is alike the hero and the ſtateſman, 
Valverde. (Aſide to Elvira, ſarcaſtically) Now, Elvira! 
Elvira. A very excellent plan !—And what is to be- 
come of Elvira? | 

Pixarre. She ſhall continue with her friend. 

Elvira. As a ſervant in the royal palace? 

Pizarro. I ſhall give the heireſs of Peru, what is com- 
monly given to Princeſſes, my hand—but my heart will 
ſtill be Elvira's. 83 

Elvira. And when ſhe advances in years, you will 
make her governeſs to your children ?=Am I not right? 

Pizarro, You are offended, Elvira. But, recollect, 
that a throne is in queſtion, 

Elvira. Offended Ino, I am only provoked, that this 
ſtupid fellow ſhould underſtand Pizarro's character better 
than wyſelf. 

Pizarro. What do you mean! 
Elvira, Nothing mere fancies!— Forgive this fe- 
mining 
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minine loquacity, it ſhall no longer interfere with the va- 
liant deeds of theſe heroes —A way ! the din of arms ſum- 
mons you hence !—haſte, haſte, ye mighty champions ! 

Pizarro, You will accompany us ? ES 
Elvira. Certainly!—to be the firſt v/ho ſhall pay homage 
to the king's new ſon-in-law. | 


SCENE V.—Enter Goukz. 


Almagro. What brings you hither, Gomez ? $ 
Comex. I come to announce a priſoner whom we have 
taken. Beneath a palm-tree upon yonder hill, we found 
an old Cazique, lurking apparently, as a ſpy upon our 
camp. He could not eſcape, therefore ſurrendered without 
reſiſtance, yet every word he utters is full of reproach 
and contempt. | D 

Pizarro. Bring him hither. (Fit Gomez, who returns 

immediately with the Cazique) Who are you? 5 

Cazique. (With perfect tranquillity, devoid of oſtentatian) 
Which is the chief of this band of robbers ? 

Pizarro, Ha 

Almagro. Art thou frantic? (To Pizarro) Tear out 
his tongue. | 

Cazique. Are you ſo much afraid of hearing the truth? 

Davila. (Drawing out a dagger) Suffer me to plunge 
this into his heart? | 5 G 

Caxigue. (To Pizarro) Have you many ſuch heroes in 
your army ? 

Pizarro, Headſtrong fool, thou ſhalt die but, firſt, 
confeſs all that thou knoweſt, | ä 

Caxigue. That is already done. But one thing I have 
this moment learned from you. : 

Pizarro, And what is that? | 

Cazique, That I ſhall die. x 

Pizarro. By abating in this ſtubbornneſs, thy life might 
be ſaved. 


Cazigie. 
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Cazigue. My remainder of life is like a withered tree, 
not worth preſerving. ho etc 

Pizarro, . Our arms might raiſe you to the higheſt rank 
among your own people. 

z:que, My countrymen are not unacquainted with old 
Crozimbo—he'never was one of the loweſt among them. 

Pizarro, We intend, this morning, to fall upon your 
army by ſurprize. Be you our guide through the foreſt, and 
you ſhall be loaded with treaſures, | 

Cazique. Ha! ha! ba! 

Pizarro. You laugh? 

Cazique. I am already a rich man. I have two valiant 
fons, who will ſhed the laſt drop of their blood for their 
country; and have beſides, the ſweet conſciouſneſs of hav- 
ing performed many good actions. | | 

Pizarro, What is the ſtrength of your army? 

Cazique, Number the trees in the foreſt, 

Almagro, Which is the weakeſt fide of your camp? 
2 The juſtice of our cauſe protects it on all 

es. 

Davila. At what hour will your king offer his ſacrifice 
to the Sun? | | 

Caxigue. Our thanks and praiſes are offered to him at 
all hours. 

Pizarro, Where are your women and children con- 
cealed ? | : 

Cazigque. In the hearts of their huſbands and fathers. 

Almagro. Do you know Alonzo ? 

N Do 1 know him: — The benefactor of our 
nation | | 
Pizarro: How has he deſerved that appellation ? 
Cazique. By not reſembling you in any feature of his 
character. | . b 
Almagro. Madman! ſpeak more reſpectful y! 

Caxigue. I ſpeak truth to God, ſhall I be afraid to ſpeak 
it to man ? 5 | 

Valverde. You do not know God. | 

Cazique. (Extenling his arms ta:vards heaven with pious 
confidence) Yes, I do know him! 
Valverde. The religion which we bring you, is the 
only true religion. | | 
Ext Cazique. 


THE DEATH OF ROLLA, 17. 


Cazique, That is written in our hearts. 

Valuerde. Ye are Idolaters. : 

Car que. Leave us to follow our ancient faith, which 
has taught us to live happy, and die content. | 

Davila. Obdurate race | | 

 Cazique., Young robber, we plunder no one of his 
property. 

Davila. Be ſilent or tremble. 

Caxigue. I never trembled before God—ſhall I trem- 
ble before man ?—before thee, thou leſs than man? 

Davila. (Drawing a dagger) Not another word, 
heathen dog, or this dagger ſhall diſpatch thee. | 

Cazique. Diſpatch me—and then you will be able ta 
boaſt, that you aifo have killed a Peruvian. 

Davila. (Stabbing him) Hence, to hell! 

Pizarro, What have you done? 

Davila, Could you endure any longer to liſten to bis 
revilings? 

Pizarro. Ought he to have died without torture . | 

C2zique. Young man, you have loit a noble opportunity 

of learning to ſuffer patiently. 

Elvira. Barbarians! (She bends down to the Caxique ) 
Poor old man 

Caziqu”, Call me not poor, when I am fo near my hap- 
pineſs. Ha! my wife beckons me! The ſun ſmiles upon 
me — God amend—1nd bleſs you! (Dies 

Elvira. Valverde, could a Chriſtian make a bettet end? 

Valverde. He was ſtrengthened by Satan. 

Pizarro. Drag the body hence And A Davila be 
not again ſo over-haſty. 

Davila. Pardan me! I could not reſtrain ray indigna- 
tion. 

Pizarro, Follow me, friends, and let ch one haſten 
to his appointed poſt, Before the God of Peru thall ſink 
again into the ocean, the walls of Quito muſt be over- 
thrown. (Exit, followed by Almagro, Gonzalo, Davis, 
Gomez, and others) 


os SCENE 
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SCENE VI.—Manent ELvik a and VaLvere. 


Valverde. Lovely Elvira! my hopes increaſe with 
Pizarro's increafed haughtineſs. | 
_ Elvira. Oh! how painfully my mind is agitated !— 
Theſe horrible variations in ſcenes of barbarity !—this- 
ſhameful avowal of avarice and ambition !-— 

Valverde. Throw yourſelf into my arms 

Elvira. Wretched, indeed, were my lot, had I no other 
reſource but inValverde's arms! | 

Valverde. Do you not think me capable of aiming a 
dagger with certainty ? ' - i nd 

Elvira. Not if you were to face the man. But, tell 
me, —at what price would you value a murder? | 
Valverde. At a very high price—though eaſy to be paid. 
Elvira. You' miſtake. Yet, an injured woman can 
ſcarcely purchaſe revenge at too dear a rate. Go,—leave 
me,—Y ou ſhall hear from me again. 7 
Palverde: The dagger is whetted, the arm raiſed—one 
word only,—and he * bleeding at your feet. [ Exit. 


ic. SCENE VII —Ervira alone, 
No !—even if my ſoul did entertain projects of murder, I 
would not ſeek it in fuch a way, nor through the medium of 
ſuch an inſtrument. Enter into a compact with this deſpi- 
cable wretch !—hateful idea !—If Pizarro ſhould, indeed, 
' thruſt me from his boſom ?—ſpurn one who has ſacrificed to 
him her honour, her virtue !—then ! Spurn me |—No; 
I will ſpurn bim !—W hat part of his character was it that 
engaged my love? his ſuppoſed greatneſs !—He is become 
contemptible,—and that love is extinguiſhed !—Yet, hold! 
Does a man always execute whatever he reſolves !—Am- 
bition builds houſes of cards, and love blows them down. 
Prove. him, therefore, once more, Elvira, and if he {lll ap- 
ar unworthy of thee, —trample him in the duſt from 


which he roſe. [ Exzt. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


* 
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ACT . oh 
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SCENE I.— De Peruvian Camp near a Village. In the 
Middle of the Stage an Altar—in the Back Ground a 
Fill, on which ſtandt a Palm-Tree. | 8 


Cora fits upon a Bank of Turf, with her Child in her 
Arms; ALONZO Hands by, and looks at her with a Coun- 
tenance expreſſive of great Delight and Affection. CORA 
obſerves, por him, then the Child, with Smiles of Extaſy. 


Cora. 


H E is very like you. | 
Alonzo, No, like you. ES 
Cora. Oh! do not deprive me of my favourite idea! 
Alonzo, Has he not black hair ? | 
Cora. But blue eyes. 
Alonzo, And is not his ſmile exactly like _ ? 
Cera. (Preſſing the child to her boſom) He is equally 
like both. 
Alonz3, Since you have had the child playing on your 
lap, the father has loſt a portion of your love. 
Cora. Do not ſay ſo, 
Alonzo, He ſteals many kiſſes from you, which are mine 


by right. 
D 2 Cora. 
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Cora. I kiſs you in him. 

Alonzo. The boy will make me jealous, 

Gora. I live only in you and him. I dreamed laſt night; 
that the white bloſſoms of his teeth were beginning to 


. That day ſhall be celebrated as a feſtival. 

Cora, And Shs he ſhall run from me to you— 

Alonzo, And liſp, father, mothef— 

Cora. Oh, Alonzo, our daily thanks ſhould be offered 
to the gods. 

Alonzo, To them and Rolla. 

Cora. You are happy ?—are you not ? 

Alonzo, Can Cora aſk that? 

Cora. Why then are you fo often reſtleſs at night ?— 


and why does your boſom fo often heave with mourntul 


ſighs ? 
wy Are not theſe — againſt whom I muſt bent. 
my brethren ? 

Gra. All men are equally your brethren—and is not our 
deſtruction, the aim of paniards? 

Aunrb. Should they prove victorious, what a. fate 
awaits me 

Ora. We would ſeek refuge among the mountains. 

Anz. How could you fly with a child in your arms? 

Gora. Think you that a mother, anxious for her child's 
ſafety, is ever ſenſible of its weight? 

4 Alnzo. And I can help you to bear the ſweet bur- 
en. 

Cra. He will not be quiet with you. 

Alonzd. Dear Cora, would you wiſh to make me 
tranquil ? | 

Cora. Oh, moſt truly ! 

Alonzo. Then haſten, this very hour, to the mountains, 
to your father. There you will be ſafe, and when the 
conteſt {hall be ended, I will follow you, either to announce 
our victory, or that we may pals the remainder of our days 
together, in that aſylum of nature 

Cra. Where we will educate our fon as an ayenger of 
his country's wrongs, 


* Alonza, Yes, that ſhall be our chief buſineſs and de- 
light. 
Cre, Vet, ſpare me, Alonzo, I cannot go at this 
moment 
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moment. How could I bear td be abſent from you in the 
hour of danger ?-—How endure the idea, that you, perhaps, 
were wounded, and Teft to the care of others. 

Alonzo, Will not Rolla remain with me r LL 

Cora. Only during the battle. Rolla underſtands well 
| how to inflict wounds, but knows little about curing them. 
—Should you fall, he will revenge your death, but he would 
not ſnatch you from impending danger. No, wherever the 
huſband is, there ſhould the wife be alſo.—1 ſwore never to 
forlake you, even in death. | 

Alonzo, Mirror of conſtancy !—Remain here then 
and heaven grant us victory Rags 

Cra. Reflect, Alonzo, that on our fide the conteſt is 
for our own defence—afluredly, the gods will grant 
us their protection. | - | 

Alonzo, If not, death will find me encompaſſed by yout 
arms, : 

Cora, Talk not of death. Since I have been poſſeſſed 
of thee, and my Fernando, I cannot bear to think of him. 

Alonzo, (On his knees, embracing his wife and child) 
Adored wife, born to bleſs me, and almoſt by a miracle mine, 
—how unfortunate is he, who in ſearching after happineſs, 
overlooks love. 

Cora. (Returning his careſſes) Love is a ſilent and ſe- 
queſtered being, not to be diſcovered by thoſe who delight 
in noiſe and tumult. | 

Alonzo, My Cora !—my world! 

Cera. My Alonzo!—my all! 


SCENE II —FErter RoLLa, wnperceived by th:im. Ht 
pauſes a few moments, ts obſer ve their careſſ:s. 


Rolla. The gods be thanked for ſo grateful a ſight! 
Aan ro: Ha, Rolla ! —you here! | 

Rolla. I was ſharing your tranſports, 

Alonzo, Tis to you we owe them. 

Rolla, How ſweet a reflection to my heart, 


I Cora. 
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Cora. Dear Rolla, you have made me inexpreſſibly 


bappy. 
Kolla. Cora happy through Rolla's means — Ve mo- 


natchs of the earth, is there one among you, with whom 1 


would exchange Htuations ? 


A'ongo, Our brother! 

Gra. More than brother—our friend! 

Rolla. Go on, go on—exalt me above myſelf—let me 
revel in your happineſs. 

Cora. Should this child love you leſs than his father, he 
will incur his mother's curſe. 
Kola. In all that I have done, my ſole object was to pro- 
mote Cora's happineſs—ſhe is happy, and I am . repaid. 
At preſent take the counſel of a friend -— retire with your 

child farther into the foreſt, or among the mountains; there 
you will be in greater ſafety. 

Alonzo. 1 have urged her to a this, but hitherto 
in vain. 

Ora. Can I be unſafe with Rolla and Alonzo ? 

Nella. The enemy meditate a ſurprize.— 

Cora, And ſhould that be attempted — are we not ſuf- 
ficiently guarded againſt it? 

Rolla, The diſpoſal of victory reſts ſtill with God, - 

Cora. We can eaſily, if neceſſary, fly together. 

Alonzo, Spare yourſelf the anguith you mult experience 
amid the tumult of battle, 

Gra. I can feel anguiſh only at a diftance from you, 

| Rolla, You canyot aſſiſt, and may injure us. 

Cora, Injure you ! how can that be? 

Rlla. Muſt I ſpeak more plainly ?!—you know how 
much we love you. —[f you remain near us, we ſhall fight 
with inexpreſüble anxiety, and be continually turning to- 
Wards the place where you are ſtationed. A lover can 


never be a complete general, unleſs he knows the beloved 


object to be at a diſt ance, and in ſafety. 

Alonzo, Rolla is in the right. How could I ruſh boldly 
among the enemy, While I beheld a Spaniard near me, who 
might prefs ouwards, and deprive me of my Cora ? 

Gra. You may ſeek to bride the vanity of a woman 
but the wife hears you not. 

Alonzo. And is the mother equally inſenſible to our 


'entreatics ? 
PE NES Rolla, 
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Rolla. Ad as will beſt ſatisfy yourſelf, I have urged 
only what I feel to be right. e 

Alonzo. All our women are concealed, yourſelf alone 
excepted. | | 

Cora, I have the firmeſt reliance upon you and the 


gods, yet, for your ſatisfaction, I will go whitherſoevet 
you pleaſe. 


Alonzo), Deareſt wife, accept my thanks! 
Rolla. The king is coming to the ſacrifice, _ 
Alonzo, Are we properly ſecured againſt a ſur- 
rize ? 
. Nolla. All our out- poſts are vigilantly guarded, - 
Alonzo. I have miſſed Diego. I do not believe that he 
would deſignedly betray us; but he is bath a fool and a 
Coward ? 1 | 
Rolla. Be under no apprehenſions ! we are prepared for 
eyery thing. | | 


SCENE III. — Enter ATALIBA, with a Jong train of 
PRIESTS, COURTIERsS, SOLDIERS, and WOMEN. 


Ataliba. Welcome, Alonzo !—your hand, brave Rolla! 
(To Cora) The gods bleſs thee, happy mother ! 

Cora. May the gods bleſs the father of his people ! 

Ataliba. To lee his children happy, is the choiceſt bleſ- 
ſing to a father. My friends, how ſtand the ſpirits of our 
brave troops ? £5 
pm They ſhout in tranſport, & Our king is among 
ws 1" 
Nolla. © He ſhares our toils and dangers ' 

' Alonzo." © Gd and the king !” | | 

Rolla, © Jidtory or death! 

Ataliba. I. know my people—know that, were this 
ſhield pierced through, every ſubject would offer his breaſt 
as a ſhield. | 5 

Hionge. When, I hope, the Inca would chuſe mine, 

Rola. And not neglect Rolla's. 


es, | 
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Cora, (Holding up her child) Behold here a cham pion 
growing up for your fon! 

Ataliba. Your love is my choiceſt treaſ ure, and in that 
I feel myſelf rich. But ſay, do the enemy ſtill remain 


met ? 


Rella, They do.—Yet their repoſe ſtems like the ſilence 
of the gathering thunder-cloud. | 
Kalbe. Be tranquil courage our ſhelter from the 


23 


Nolla. They fight for deſpicable gold, we for our na- 


tive country. 
Alonzo. An adventurer leads them to battle, we are led 


on by a ſovereign whom we love. 
Ataliba. And a god whom we adore ! — Come, my 


friends, to him let our . be offered! 


(The Prieſts range b behind the Altar, the King and 
the reſt of the "Ou on each fide of it.) | 


CHORUS OF PRIESTS.* 


Thou God who gav vl us being, ſmile 
Benignly on our pious toil ! | 


TIRE PEOPLE, 


Oh may the Ade liſpin "Os 
The youths', which firmer flows along, 
The old-mens' feebly utter d ſtrain, 
May all, thy kind acceptance gain 
And may'ſt thou twine an everlaſting band. 
Between our lovereign and his native land ! 


- 
CHORUS OF PRIESTS, 


Ye children of the radiant ſun, kneel down 
And make, by prayers and ſongs, your homage known. 


„ Theſe Choruſſes are verſified by the ſame Friend to whom the 
Tranſlator was vbliged for the was of thoſe in the ©* Virgin 
of the Sun. 

| THE 


% * 
"oa 
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THE PEOPLE (Kneeling). 


Our hearts from impious thoughts, Oh God, are free 
And here, thoſe hearts we offer up to thee 


(The King approaches the altar, and ſtretus upon it, fruits 
was aromatic herbs, while the Prieſts ſing with 7 
anas.) 


CHORUS OF PRIESTS, 
de Hater 


Oh God, on us ſend down thy ray | 
And if accepted ſtrains we ſing, _ 
Be the pure offering which we bring 
Conſum'd before us, by the ſacred blaze ! 


(Fire deſcends from Heaven, and conſumes the ſacrifice.) 


THE PEOPLE. 


Rejoice ! rejoice | hence ev'ry fear 
The God has deign'd our vows to hear. 
Behold the ſacrifice conſum d. — 
Then be the murd'rous ſword reſum'd ; 
Haſte, point th unerring arrow high, 
For us ſhall vict'ry's banners fly. 

Rejoice ] rejoice ! hence ev'ry fear! 


The God has deign'd our vows to hear. 


SCENE IV.— Enter an INDIAN alngſt breathleſs. 


Indian. The enemy 

Ataliba. Are they ner? 

Rolla. Which way do they advance? 

Indian. I ſurveyed their camp from the top of the hill, 
and ſaw the whole army in motion, 


Rolla . Enough, 
E Ataliba, 
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Ataliba. Let the women and children be conveyed to 4 


place of ſafety. 
Cora. Oh! Alonzo! 
Alonza, We ſhall ſoon meet again, 
Cora. Bleſs your ſon. 
Alznz9. Od aca tet both you and him! 

Ataliba. Haſte ! the moments are precious. 
{The women cling round the necks of their huſbands, the 
children claſp the knees of their fathers) 

Alonzo. 5 Cra) Oh, go! ere my fortitude be wholly 
overpowered ! 

Cora. I obey. Prove * a hero but hazard not 
yout life without neceſſity. 

Rolla. Will not Cora ſay one word to Rolla? 

Cora. Take my hand, dear Rolla bring me back 
Alonzo. 

Ataliba. The gods protect both you and iis! 

Cera. And grant us to meet again in fafety ! 

[ Exit Ora, together with the Prieſts, the 

women, and the children. 


Ataliba. (Drawing his ſword) Away, my friends 
Rolla. We are ready. 

Ataliba. You, Alonzo, ſhall defend the narrow paſs in 
the mountains—you, Rolla, receive the enemy to the 
right, in the foref — will remain in the centre, and fight 


till I fall. 
Rolla. You fall not without us. 
Ataliba. You muſt live for my ſon's files, and train 
him up to avenge his country's wrongs. 
Alonzo. Victory to our legal father 
Rolla. In the evening we will return thanks . to the 
ods. 
K Ataliba. The cry is—GoD AND OUR NATIVE couN- 
TRY [Exit Ataliba.—Rolla is about to follow him, but 
is detained by Alonz9. 
Alonzo. Yet one word, Rolla. 
Rolla. Toarms—is the word! {Going. ) 
Alonzo, One word of Cora. 
Rella. Of Cora !—ſpeak | 
Alonzo, What muſt the next hour bring us? 
Nollu. Victory, or death! 
Alonzo. Victory perhaps to you, death to me. Perhaps 


the reverſe —who can tell ? 
FO ; Rilla, 
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Rolla. Or both may fall. 8 

Alonzo. If ſo, my wife and child are left to God and 
the king. God will conſole, the king protect them. 

R-lla. Moſt certainly. 

Alonzo. But, ſhould I alone fall, then, Rolla, be you 
my heir 

Rolla. What do you mean ? 

Alonzo, Take Cora as your wife, my child as your 
OWN. 

Rolla. Be it fo! 

Alonzo. Your hand upon it. 

Rolla. But not without Cora's free conſent, 

Alonzo. Tell her it wat my laſt wiſh. 

Rolla. I will. X | 

Alonzo. And carry my bleſſing to her and my fon. 

Rolla, Enough !—In the hour of battle I had rather 
liſten to the drum, than to the laſt will-of a huſband and 
father. 

Alonzo, I know not whence proceed theſe melancholy 
forebodings, but I never felt fo fad at heart. 

Rolla. Away then to the field. 

Alonzo. Yet one word more. Should this hour prove 
indeed my laſt, let my body be interred beneath the palm- 
tree under whoſe ſhade we have ſo often ſpent our even- 
ings. Then continue the ſame practice; ſo will you ſit 
with Cora upon the grave of your friend; ſo ſhall my 
ſpirit be ſtill among you, while on each flower that my 
child plucks from the hallowed earth, ſhall a tear be drop- 
ped to the memory of your departed friend, and each 
zephyr that whiſpers among the leaves, ſhall be echoed 
with a reſponſive ſigh. 5 

Rolla. Away, away, with theſe fancies ! 3 

Alonzo, No, let me cheriſh them — let me indulge in 

the fond hope, that you ſtill will think of me 
Nolla. Can you doubt that? 

Alonzo, Now to battle. | 

Rolla. You to the left, —I to the right we ſhall meet 
Again. 

8 In heaven, if nat on earth. 

Rolla. On earth —on earth! 

Alonzo, Heaven grant it! 

Rolla, Let us draw our ſwords, (They beth draw 
them.) 


E 42 Alonz9, 
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* For the King and Cora | 
Rella, For. Cora and the Kin 
Fe. on di Herenl fears. 


SCENE V.anent. 17 blind Ol p Mar. and a 
Y» 


Old Man. Are they gone? 
Boy. Yes, all diſperſed. 
Old Man. Alas, my eyes ad I retained my fight, 


I might ill have graſped a ſword, and died honourably. 
Bey. Shall I lead you home? 


Old Man. No, * child; N (The 


boy leads him thither) Here let me ſtand. Are we yo 
alone ? 


Boy, They are all u Fa- 
ther is gone 208 the ldi oldiers, —but I don't know what's 
— * of mother. 

Old Man. I am uneaſy about you, a 

Boy. I can ſtay with you, dear gran 

np Man. But what would you do, ſhould the enemy 
come 
Bay. I will tell them, that you are old and blind. 

Old Man, They will ou away. 

Boy. 1 fox "wg for they will ſee plainly that 
| * without me to guide you. (A noiſe is 

ard at a ase ) 

Old Man, Hark ! the battle is already begun !—Go, 
child, get upon your grandmother's grave, whence you 
can climb up the tree that I planted at its foot. It is al- 


ready ſo tall, that, when yh are at the top, you will be 
able to ſee over the field of battle. 


Bey. Shall I leave you here alone? | 
Old Man. I will reſt againſt the altar; God will pro- 
tect me. Go, and tell me 1 you hear and fee. (Ihe 
boy climbs up the tree.) Since I learned the uſe of arms, this 
is the firſt battle in which I have not borne a part. A few 
years ago, I could bend the bow, or tram the lance with ww 
8 
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leſs dexterity than the Inca himſelf —now, alas! I can only 
pull cotton with the women—can only liſten to the din of 
arms, and the claſhing of ſhields, -but can neither help 


others nor myſelf. Vet, every time the ſhout of battle 


meets my ears every time J hear the ſound of martial in- 
ſtruments—1 clench my hand with involuntary ardour, 


and graſp at the ſide whence I was accuſtomed to draw my 
ſword—but ah ! no ſword is to be found !— Well, child, 


what do you ſee ? 
Boy. A great deal of duſt and ſmoke ! | 
Old Man. How often have I been enveloped in ſuch a 
duſt !—-how often ſwallowed it in abundance!—-The 
ſmoke muſt doubtleſs proceed from the dreadful bre-arms 
of the Spaniards, which roar and vomit flames, like the 
333 mountain of Catacunga.— What elſe do you ſee, 
child x 36 | 
Boy. When the ſmoke ſeparates, I can fee our people. 
Old Man. Do they puſh forwards? 
Boy. No, they ſtand. 
0⁴ Man. That, however, is good. Do you ſee the 
ſtandard of the Inca's? 
Bey. Ves, it is waving in the midſt of them. 
Ol Man. Thanks to the gods !—The king then is 
ſtill unhurt. 
7 Now I can ſee the enemy alſo— their arms 
itter. | 
b Old Man. What elſe? —what elſe do you ſee ? 
Boy. The enemy are not like our people. 
Old Man. How, how do they differ ? i 
Bey. They are a vaſt deal larger, and move as quick 
again. = 3 


Old Man. Pooh, pooh, child they ride upon large 


and ſpirited animals. 

Boy. Now they mix among our Peruvians. 

Old Man. And fall, I hope? | 

Boy. There is ſo much ſmoke and lightning! 

Old Man. Thou avenging God ! ſend thy lightning 
down from the clouds to their confuſion and diſmay ! 

Bey. The ſtandard of the Incas diſappears. 

Old Man. Oh miſerable! 

Boy. Our people give way. 

ON Man. My word 5.90 ſword !—I will go !{—1 


will fight !-—Oh glorious Sun] let me but once more be- 


hold thy rays ' 
Boy. 
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Boy. And now, a thick cloud conceals them all. 
Old Man. Woe is me, that 1 ſhould live to fee the day 

when I can no longer ſerve my native country !—Yet, at 
leaſt, I can aſſiſt it with my prayers! (He kneels, and 
claſps the altar) Ve gods, who bow us down, oh ceaſe 
to withhold your favour from a people who honour you 
with perfect purity and ſincerity Protect your ſervant, 
our good Inca, and ſuffer him not to fall by the hands of 
robbers! | | 

Boy. A ſmall troop are coming this way. 

Old Man. Are they enemies ?. 

Bey. I can ſee nothing but duſt, 

Old Man. Away; good child, haſten to the mountains! 

Bey. I ſee the points of lances glitter, 

Old Man. Then they are Peruvians. 

Boy. They come this way. 

Old Man, Deſcend from the tree, my child. 

Boy. All ſeem mixed together at a diſtance. 

Old Man. But our people ſtill fight? 

Boy. They give way flowly. | 

Old Man. Yet they do give way |—Oh ye cruel gods! 
My child, come down! 

Bey. ; (Deſcending fram the tree) Shall we look for 


er 
Old Man, No, my child, Alas! I fear we muſt look 
only to the grave! 


SCENE VI. Enter ATAL1BA wounded, be is ſupported - 
by ſome of bis Soldiers. | 


Ataliba. Here let me reſt here die, if death muſt be 
my lot ! 

"1 Soldier. We will remain with you. | | 

Ataliba. Oh, no! return to the battle, your ſervices are 
wanted. | 
Soldier. But your wound— 
Ataliba. Is not dangerous. Go, revenge your fallen 


brethren! go, I command you! (Exeunt the Soldiers. — 
: Ataliba 
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Ataliba leans againſt the altar) Ye righteous gods how 
have I deſerved this chaſtiſement? 

Old Man. I hear the voice of lamentation, but I can- 
not ſee the ſufferer. Who is it that complains thus ? 

- Ataliba. A forſaken wretch, whoſe only reſource is in 
eath. | 
Ola' Man. Is the king {till alive? 

Ataliba. He is. 

Old Man. Then you cannot be forſaken. Ataliba 
protects even the loweſt among his ſubjects. 

Ataliba. And who ſhall protect him? 

Old Man. The gods. 

Ataliba. Their anger has fallen heavily upon him. 

Old Man. That cannot be. He has never oppreſſed the 
weak, never refuſed juſtice to any one, never pampered 
his courtiers upon the ſweat of his peaſants, never cloſed 
bis hand againſt the needy, nor denicd a hearing to juſt 
complaints. 

Ataliba. (Aſide) Oh, God! what ſenſations of tranſ- 
port doſt thou mingle with theſe bittereſt moments of 1 my 
life — Good old man, do you know the king? 

Old Man. Extremely well—I have often ſeen him. 
It is not many years ſince I fought by his fide, againſt 
Huaſcar. 

Ataliba, How long were you in the ſervice? 

Old Man. Fifty- four years. 

Ataliba. And has ſuch fidelity never been es] 4 
Of — Do I not enjoy repoſe in the boſom of my 
famil 

Aakibe. But that is the only reward you have re- 
ceived ?.' 

Old Man. And is that a trifle ?!—Oh! what has not 
- * ae who has ſecured happinefs to his 
u 

2 He owed more to you. 

Old Man. Do not ſay fo. 1 hear, daily, from my 1 
children, of the bleſſings he diffuſes among his people. 
hear it with devout ſatisfaction, and rejoice ! 

Ataliba. (Much affefted) And do all your brethren 
think the fame? 

OA Man. It is the general ſentiment. | 

Ataliba. Why ſhould I fear death ?—How is it that I 
no longer feel my wound? 


Ola 
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Ol Man. Are you wounded?—Go, child, run to my 
hut, and fetch the balſam. | Exit the boy. 

Ataliba. I thank you moſt ſincerely. 

Old Man. But you ſhould not have quitted the king. 
Ataliha. One of the tendons of my right arm is cut 
h—I could not fight any longer. 

Man, You might have taken the ſword | in 1 your 
" hand. 


SCE NE VII.—Szveral Invrans run over the age, as "Y 
purſued by the enemy. | 


: * e All is = fly! Sn 7 2 4 
aliba. (Ie one of, the top, 
1 s) W221 is 2 4 . 
Indian. I have not ſeen him. 
Altaliba. Where is Rolla? - 
Indian, In the midſt of the enemy. 
- Ataliba. And you have deſerted your General? 
Indian. (N. 2 confufion) 1 have loſt my ſword. 
Ataliba. Take mine, and die worthy of a Peruvian. 
Indian. Death alone ſhall deprive me of ſuch a preſent. 
( He brandiſhes the ſword, and baſtens back to the /ir ht) 
Old Man. ( Saler after him) Is the king ſafe! —Alas ! 
he does not hear me! | 
Ataliba. The king is ſtill alive. 
(An Indian ſeverely * flaggers in with di ifficulty, 
and drops at the ting s. feet) 
Indian. Here let me die! 
Ataliba. Is all loſt? 
Indian. All. 
9 1 "gb is Rolls aun ? Nagl, but 1.6 
ndian. No, he was ſtill defending himſe ut 1 law 
Alonzo fall. 
Ataliba. Alonzo fall — Oh God 
Old Man. You do not enquire after the king. 
Ataliba. (Taking the fword from the wounded man) 
Give me your ford, you can no longer uſe it. 
Indian. My king, what would you do? 


Ataliba. 
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Ataliba. Embitter the triumph of our enemies—bury 
myſelf among the ruins of my kingdom. | 
O Man. Oh God! are you then Ataliba? | 
Ataliba. Let them come; I am prepared. 
(Rolla's voice is heard at a diftance ) Fainthearted 
wretches !—ſtop !—ſtop return emble round me ! 
"tis Rolla' calls 
Several voices together. Rolla !|—our father Rolla !— 
Yes, we will rally round him ! 
Rolla. (At a greater diſtance.) For God and the king 
Back, back, I fay back to the fight 
, Ataliba. My brave Rolla, then, is alive fill have 


opes. 
Old Man. Good king, I knew not that you were fo 
near me. 1 am a poor, blind, old man. 2 

Maliba. Venerable ſoldier, your attachment has ſoothed 
me in an hour of extreme wretchedneſs. 

Old Man. Having received the balſam from the boy) 
Suffer my trembling hand to drop ſome of this precious 
balſam into your wound, and then to bind it up. 

Ataliba. I thank thee, truly. | 

Oli Man. Oh that I had more to offer than this and 
my prayers o, child, climb the tree once more. (Ihe 
boy climbs the tree.) | 
The wounded Indian. {Claſping Ataliba's foot, at which 
he * W to lie) Firſt- born of the Sun bleſs me 
Il die! — | 

Hatids. For thy country — God bleſs and reward 
thee | 
Indian. And God—bleſs—our good king Dies.) 

Ataliba. Blood of my ſubjects !—precious pledge en- 
truſted to my care —I have not ſhed thee wantonly ! 

Old Man. . Child, what do you ſee ? 

Bey. Friends and enemies mingled together. 

Old Man. Which give way? 

Boy. Neither. 

Ataliba. Ve gods ! if your anger require ſome atone: 
ment, ſtrike here - but ſpare, oh ſpare, my people 

Boy. I ſee ſeveral hats with plumes of feathers fall. 

Old Man. They are the Spaniards. Strike, ſtrike, ye 
brave fellows . —ſtrike home j 


Bey. 
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Boy. I ſee Rolla, 

Ataliba. He ſtands firmly? 

Boy. His ſword flaſhes like lightning—it ſeems every 
where. 

Old Man. He is the darling of the gods. 

Ataliba. Of gods and men. 

Boy. They give way! 

Ola Man. Who? who? 

Boy. The enemy. | 
Old Man. Now it will do!—no relaxing !—there lies 
one - there another |—puſh- over the bodies no compaſ- 
fion—ſee how they fall right right drive on ! 

Ataliba. What youthful ardour! 

Boy. They fly! 

Old Man. (Leaving the altar.) Ha! they fly |— 
purſue them 1—extirpate the whole race Where am I? 
— Boy !—where am I ?--- 

Boy. (With a great ſhout.) They fly !---they fly! 

Ataliba. ¶ Falling on his knees before the altar.) Oh 
God ! my confidence is repaid ! 7 

Bey. (C ming down from the tree.) I ſaw plainiy that 
they were flying, and the ſtandard of the Incas waved 
again. ( He leads his grandfather back to the altar 

Old Man. Firſt born of the Sun! ſuffer me to kiſs thy 
hand !---a tear forces itſelf into my eyes—it is a tear of 
Joy !---Firſt-born of the Sun! ſuffer me to weep upon 
thy hand 
Ataliba. (Riſing and giving him his hand.) Let us 
offer our thanks to the gods. 

Old Man. Tears of joy are the moſt grateful offering 
we can preſent. ; 

{ The Indian to whom Ataliba gave his ſword, ruſhes upon 
the lage * breathleſs.) 

Indian. Victory is ours | | 

Ataliba. Meſſenger of Heaven 

Indian. ( Laying the fword at the king's feet.) Inca! 
receive back thy [word ; I have not diſgraced it 

Ataliba, Keep it, as a remembrance of this day. 

Indian. Take back thy ſword, good king, and ſuffer 
me to forget this day. I had deſerted my poſt---I could 
not talk of it could net ſhew the ſword to my grand- 


children, 
Ataliba. 
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Ataliba. Is not the weapon dyed with the blood of our 
enemies ?—all former ſtains are waſhed away. Now, give 
me the particulars of your victory. | 

Indian. Rolla's valour alone changed the fortune of 
the day, and ſnatched the laurels from the heads of our con- 

uerors. He was animated with more than mortal courage. 
hen all was in diſorder, and the enemy had maintain- 
ed the purſuit till their ſwords were weary with flaughter, 
Rolla threw himſelf into the midſt of the affrighted multi- 
tude, with eyes darting forth lightning. He menaced, he 
intreated, he perſuaded---one moment his voice was like 
the rolling of the awful thunder, the next like the ſoothin 
ſtrain of the dying ſwan—one moment he turned his 
ſword againſt thoſe who fled, the next againſt his own 
breaſt. At length he ſucceeded in ſtopping the fugitives, 
aſſembled a ſmall but determined party around him, ſeized 
the ſtandard of the Incas, and once more puſhed forwards. 
The Spaniards, conſidering themſelves as ſecure of the 
victory, had already begun to plunder the ſlain, and had 
thus broken their cloſe ranks. Rolla's arm, aided by the 
gods, ſoon decided the conteſt, and in a few moments 
every thing aſſumed a new aſpeCt---the enemy fell with- 
out reſiſtance, or fled uttering dreadful ſhrieks, while we 
remained maſters of the field of battle. Stop | cried Rolla 
Victory! exclaimed the army with loud ſhouts of 
tranſport, while I haſtened to you with the joyful tidings. 

Ataliba. Where is this hero ?---the Saviour of his 
country !---where is Rolla ? | 

Indian. On his way hither. | 
Ataliba. Now do I feel, indeed, that even kings are 


poor 


SCENE VIIL—RoLLa enters, bearing the flandard ' 
the Incas, ornamented with the figure of the Sun.--- He 
is accompanied by a large train of the ſoldiers and the 

ople. ATALIBA advances to meet him, he kneels and 
lays the flandard at the king's feet. 


Rolla. Hail, conqueror ! | 
Ataliba. (Embracing him} My friend !---my pro- 
tector 
F 2 The 
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The People. Long live Rolla} | ! 

Ataliba. (Taking py rol his wy neck a golden chain to 
which a diamond ſun is d, and hanging it round 
Rolla's) In the name ple, whoſe faviour thou 
haſt this day proved, I hes =. with this teſtimony of 
our ans "The tears which have fallen upon it will 

peak the feelings of thy king. 

Wale (Riſing up) I was only the inſtrument of the 


Ola Man. Ah! how hapleſs is the lot of the poor 
blind old man, that he can only liften to the hero 
Ataliba. Let us haſten to the women who anxiouſly 
expect us. 
| Rolla, Where is Alonzo? 
- Ataliba, (Mournfully) With the gods, 
Rolla. Oh, miſerable that I am! 
An Indian. He fell in battle. 
Another. He was taken priſoner. 
| —— _ 1 elf ſaw dim fall. 
eco him awa 
Rolla. = Cora OO F- 
Aaliba. 8 -purchaſed victory 
Firft Indian. He fell, but ay Mam alive. 
| e. I heard das & at a diſtance calling for 
Rolla, And Rolla did not hear his brother's voice | 
Ataliba. The gods required a facrifice !---thy friend is 
loſt thy native country faved - the ſhouts of the 
will ſtifle the ſounds of our lamentations. But come, let 
us haſten to the women who are become widows Ito the 
children who are become orphans !---To dry the tears of 
his ſubjects is one of the moſt facred duties of a ſovereign, 
Rolla, And muſt 1 ſee Cora, without Alonzo! 
_ [Exeunt Mes. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT M. 


SCENE I.--- An open Space in a Foreſt--ſeveral Women 
and Children diſpoſed in different Groups. 


Cora ſits under a Tree; with her Child lyin her, 
a Bed of Miſs. * 1 


Cora. 


STILL doft thou ſleep, lovely infant? Wilt thou not 
yet uncloſe thoſe blue eyes, that, in contemplating them, 
thy anxious mother may fancy ſhe beholds thy father's - 
Ah, where are now thy father's blue eyes ?---Do they {till 
One of the Memen. (Speaking to another, who ſtands 
upon @ hill, at a little diſtance) Xuliqua! do you ſee 
gs: 6 | ( Anſwering from the bill) A fe 
ultqua. ing from the bi w moments 

fince, I ſaw a thick cloud of duſt, but it is now diſ- 
perſed. 

Another Neman. The battle muſt ſoon be decided. 

A Third. As I ſtood upon the hill, 1 heard a claſhing 
.of ſpears. | | 

A Fourth. I could diſtinguiſh a hollow clangor. 

' The Fir/i, That proceeded from the ſhields of our 
The Third, We muſt all have heard the Spaniards' 


fire arms. 
The Second, The gods protect our huſbands ! 


Cera. 


me. 
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Cora. ( Afide-=-raifing her hands tomards heaven) God 
protect Alonzo ! | ; 

Fir/t Woman. Xuliqua ! do you ſee nothing? 

Auligua. (Still ſpeaking from the hill) The ſun blinds 


Firſt Woman. Our Father looks down upon us with 
ſmikes---the children of the Sun will conquer. 

Cora. (To her child.) Ah, my poor boy !---a gnat has 
ſtung him. (She breaks off a little bough from the tree, 
with which ſhe fans him) Oh, Alonzo! thy wife tor- 
ments herſelf here about the ſting of a gnat ; while per- 
haps an arrow may have pierced thee to the heart! 

Firſt Woman. Xuliqua! do you ſee pg 5 

Auligua. | ſee a man running---and at a ſtill greater 
diſtance, I ſee another. They ſeem both to be haſtening 
hither. | | 
' The Minen. Ye good gods I- tidings of our huſ- 
bands ! tidings of our huſbands |! | | 

Xuliqua. (Deſcending from the hill) The firſt had 
diſappeared from my fight among the trees---he will be 
here immediately. 4 

Cora. My heart will ſpring through my boſom. 

One of the Women. Here he is !---Well, what news ?--- 
ſpeak quickly! joy or ſorrow? (Speaking to a Peruvian, 
who enters panting for breath.) 

Peruvian. We are defeated ! fave yourſelves! (The 
omen fhriek, Cora ſints down by her child) Save your- 
ſelves !---all is loft! The king is wounded !---perhaps 
already dead! _ 

The Women. (All together) Oh, day of miſery! 

Cra. (In a faint voice) And Alonzo? 

Peruvian. I have not ſeen him. 

The Women. Whither ſhall we run? 

Peruvian. Farther into the foreſt. 

The Women. Haſten, ſiſters !---colleCt every thing to- 
gether | away! away! 

Cora. I cannot go! (The Women are about to depart 
as another Peruvian enters) 

Second Peruvian. Whither ſo faſt ? there is ſtill hope. 

The Women. Hope !---how ?---what ? 

Second Peruvian, Rolla has rallied the fugitives--- 
he 


* 
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— raves, and ruſhes upon the enemy like a wounded 
oh: © - 
Type Women. Rolla!---the favourite of the gods 
Cora. And Alonzo ? 

Second Peruvian. I have not ſeen him. 

The Women. Is the king really wounded ? 


Second Peruvian, He was borne wounded from the 
field of battle. 


The Women. Why was he not brought hither ? 

Second Peruvian. I ſaw him ſtagger - ſaw his ſacred 
blood flow from the wound. 

A Woman. (Falling on her knees) Pray, ſiſters | pray 
for our good king's life! 

: All. (Kneeling) Ye gods, protect the firſt-born of the 
un! | | 

Cora. (Faintly, as ſhe falls upon her knees) Thou only 

God! reſtore me my Alonzo !---My child, claſp thy little 
hands together---Pray for thy father and thy country ! 

A Third Peruvian. (Eagerly as he enters) Rejoice ! 
rejoice !---we are victorious ! 

The Women, (Springing up) Oh, welcome! welcome! 
thou meſſenger of joy! (They all ſurround him, and almo/? 
tie him with their careſſes.) 

Third Peruvian. Pray, releaſe me! I cannot tell you 
more ! | | 

The Women. Is the king alive? 

Third Peruvian. Yes, yes, he is! 

The Women. Speak !---tell us all! 

Third Peruvian. It was Rolla gained the victory. 

The Women, Bleſſings upon the head of Rolla! 

Cora. And Alonzo ? 

Third Peruvian. I have not ſeen him. | 

The Women. Let us depart !---let us haſten to our 
huſbands and brothers 


Third Peruvian. Stay, they will be here immediately. 

The Women. They come! they come 

Third Peruvian. dey followed cloſe after me. 

One of the Women. Siſters, let us gather boughs and 
twine them into wreaths, to crown the conquerors. 

All. Wreaths | wreaths to crown the conquerors ! 
(They gather boug hs, and begin to twine them together.) 


Cor 4. 


3 , — — 
_ - —— _ 


[| 
' 
| 

1 
: 
| 
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Cora. Not one of them has ſeen him !---O, my child 
haſt thou till a father living! (4 march is heard at 4 
diſtance.) 

One of the Women. Ha! they come! Stand afide, my 
ſiſters, let us make way for the heroes---let us view them 
as they march along in triumph; and let us raife our 
children in our arms, that they may unite their little voices 
with ours to hail them victors. (As the muſic aches 
nearer, the women join in a ſhout of g's «oh ail to the 
children of the Sun !---Bleflings on Rolla, the conquerot 
Bleſſings on Ataliba, our father and our king, whom 
Rolla's arm hath faved! 


SCENE II.---Enter the KinG and RoLLa, followed by 
a long train of Soldiers. The Women mix aming them, 
with joyful acclamations, and place the wreaths on the 
heads of ATALIBA and ROLLA. 


Ataliba. I thank you, my children. 

Several of the Nomen. You are wounded, good king? 
Where is the wound ?---We have a healing balſam — 2 
from herbs of wonderous virtue. 

Ataliba. 1 thank you; but the wound is flight, and 
I have found the victory a fovereign balſam. 

Cra. (With her child in her arms, has been ſearching 


for Alonzo among the Soldiers, and at length comes up de- 


'ſpairingly to Rolla, who ſtands wrapt in mournful mufing) 
Where is Alonzo ?---( Rolla turns away in e; Cora 


fals at the king's feet) Give me back my huſband !--- 


give back a father to this child ! | 
Ataliba. (Endeavouring to conceal his uneafineſs) Is 
not Alonzo yet returned ? . 
Cora. 17 ex ns _— * ? 
Ataliba. (Raiſing her u ith che utmoſt anxiety. 
Cora. He is wy dead? 2 6 
Ataliba. The gods, I truſt, will hear my prayers 
Cora. He is not dead? 
Ataliba. He lives in my heart. 
Gra. Oh, king !---you torture me - away with thefe 
equivocal ex preſſions !---cruſh me with a ſingle blow at 
. once 
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ance Tell me that I am a widow !—that this child is 
an orphan |! nn dc 

Ataliba. Why, deareſt Cora, would you, by gloomy 
anticipation, diminiſh the little hope that remains to us? 

Cora. Little |—yet ſtill hope /--- What am I to under- 
Grad from this ?---Speak, Rolla !---you are a friend to 
truth. | 

Rolla. Alonzo is miſſing. - | | 

Cora. Miſſing 1---You do not deal plainly with me 
you evade the queſtion !---Oh keep not your lightning 
thus playing round me at a diſtance, let it deſcend directly 
upon my head !---fay at once, that he is dead 

Rolla. Would you wiſh me to utter a falſhood ? * 

Cora. The gods be praiſed, if it be indeed, a fal ſhood! 
hut has not one among you ſufficient compaſſion to re- 
lieve me from this inexpreſſible torment l- Lift up thy 
little hands, poor child! perhaps thy infant cries may prove 
more eloquent than thy mother's agonies 
Nolla. Alonzo is taken priſoner. | 

Cora. Priſoner ! and by the Spaniards !---Oh, God! 
then his death is certain 2 | | 

Ataliba. Let us hope better. I will immediately ſend 
a herald to Pizarro, with the offer of a large ſum of money 
for his ranſom. . 

Gra. His ranſom 1--- Where are my jewels? (She 
gives him a caſket) Give thele to the herald. | 

Ataliba. Will not Cora allow me the ſatisfaction of 
purchaſing the life of my friend! 

Cora. Is a ranſom wanted for my huſband, and can, I 
think of retaining any thing for myſelf, except the cloaths 
I wear? "dt: 

Several of the women. ( After whiſpering among them- 
ſelues bring each a caſket, which they preſent to Cora) 
Here, Cora, accept theſe ornaments which we have been 
anxious to preſerve.--- Accept them, we entreat !---they 
are given with ſincere good- will. | 

Cora, (Embracing them) Oh, my friends |! 

Ataliba. (Raiſing his eyes tawards, heaven) God, I 
thank thee, for making me ruler over ſuch a people! 

Cora. Thanks ihall be the firſt ſound this child is 
taught to ytter. Take theſe: jewels, Ataliba, take them, 
and difpatch the herald. | \- 3903 -1 
6 | G Ataliba. 
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Ataliba. Without delay. (He gives the collected orna- 
ments to his train), 

Cora. I will accompany the herald myſelf, and thoſe 
whom the ſight of gold cannot allure, may be moved by 
my tears, | | 

Ataliba. No, Cora, this muſt not be !---you would 
only expoſe both yourſelf and Alonzo to more imminent 
danger. Wait for the herald's return. 

a. Teach me to endure life till that hour ! 

Ataliba. Do not forget the mother in the wife. Would 
you entruſt your infant to ſtrange hands, or take him with 
you, to become a prey to the barbarous Spaniards? Think, 
alſo, what would be the fate of your charms among ſuch 
monſters ?---Believe me, that by ſo raſh a ſtep, you would 
hazard your own life, your honour, and the life of your 
child, while, inſtead of ſaving Alonzo, the ſight of you 
would only rivet his chains more firmly. In one word, 
Cora, you mu/? remain here; you are a mother that muſt 
not be forgotten, * | 

Cora. ¶ Locking anxiouſly at ber child) It ſhall not be 
forgotten |! 

Ataliba. I go to offer to the gods, my thanks for our 
victory, and my prayers for Alonzo's ſafety. | 

Cora, You gol!---tirſt, give me your royal word, 
that Alonzo ſhall retarn this evening, 

Ataliba. Can do fo? | 

Cora. Can you not do it! Then ſtill his death is poſ- 

ſible ?---Oh ! why fo quiet poor orphan ?---cry, cry, aloud | 
Require your father of this man !---for this man he died ! 

Ataliba. You rend my heart !---will it be a lighter 
affliction to me, than to 123 ſhould Alonzo not re- 
turn, ſhall not I then ſuſtain an irreparable loſs?- The 
wife may again find an affectionate huſband ; but where 
ſhall the king find ſuch another friend? ( Exeunt Aialiba, 
and his train, with the women and children), 


SCENE IlII.---Manen?, Cora and RoLLA. 


Cora. Miſerable conſolation !---Poor child, what will 
become of thee |! A 
I Hh Kollo. 
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Rolla. Do not abandon thyſelf to deſpair, Cora | truſt 
in the gods. 


Cora. They have forſaken me. 


Rolla. They created friendſhip as a balm for every 
wound, 


Cora. Tt cannot heal mine. 


Rolla. They planted the flowers of hope in the ſoil of 
affliction. | | 

Cora, To me they are all withered. 

Rolla. Deſpair diſturbs thy ſenſes---anguiſh makes thee 
ungrateful. What the gods miraculouſly gave thee, by 
a miracle may be reſtored. 


: ore. And if not—if Alonzo-— ah, I cannot ſpeak 
it ? 
Rilla. Can thy child be fatherleſs, while Rolla lives? 
Cora. Can Rolla alſo ſupply the place of his mother? 
—or does he ſuppoſe, that can ſurvive the loſs of Alonzo ? 

Rolla. For the ſake of this child. | 

Cora. Shall my child draw blood from this tortured 
breaſt ?—Shall he bathe only in his mother's tears ? 

Rolla. The lenient of time—the king's friendſhip 
my love— 

Cora. Away with your friendſhip, your love Would 
you give a handful of graſs to the countryman whoſe ger- 
minating ſeeds have been deſtroyed by hail, and hope thus 
to repair his loſs ? 

Rolla. Refuſe not to hearken to Alonzo's friend, at 
leaſt, if reſolved not to liſten to your own. 

Cra. Alonzo's friend — el me, who was not his 
friend? 

Rolla. His laſt words before the battle 

Cora. His laſt words |-—Oh, ſpeak | what were t hey? 

Rolla, He charged me with two important commiſ- 
ſfions—to carry his bleſſing to his ſon,—and a wiſh to you. 
Cora. A wiſh !—his laſt wiſh !—Inſtantly let me hear 


it! 
Rolla. * If fall,“ ſaid he, and preſſed my hand, while 
his whole frame trembled, © then be Cora thy wife!“ 
Cora. Thy wife! | 
Rolla. I gave him my word, and we parted. 
Cora. Ha -a horrible light breaks in upon me !--Oh, _ 
' Alonzo! thou haſt * a ſacrifice to thy unſuſpecting 
2 heart! 
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heart !—Hadft thou been ſilent, inſtead of making theſe 
wretched charms a fatal inheritance——— — a 
Rolla. Oh, God! what a hateful ſuſpicion has ſeized 
your mind! _ 

ra. It is too clear! Ves, you placed him in a ſt- 
tuation where it was impoſhble to avoid death !—his va- 
lour made him an eaſy dupe to your artifice—he flew— 
he ruſhed among the ſwords of the enemy—you looked 
on, at a diſtance, and ſmiled ! | | 

Rolla. (In the utmft afloniſÞimint) Cota! 

Cora. Or was it only that you faw him in danger, 
when it was in your power to fave him—but the recol- 
lection of his legacy croffed your mind—you turned away, 
and he fell ? | 0 i | 
oO . Oh, glorious Sun! why have J lived to ſee this 

Y : | 
Cora. No!—no thou didſt not murder him'!—the 
wretched widow. has no reafon to complain of thee |— 
the hand thou offereſt her is not ſtained with her huſ- 
rt; blood !—thou wert only a calm ſpectator of his 
 KRolla., This is too much! | 

Gra. And this laſt with !—Ah! who knows whether 
it ever pafſed Alonzo's lips! the dead are ever courteous 

Rilla. Cora, take my ſword, and diſpatch me at once! 

Ora. No: live for the fake of love !—a love, the 
dloſſoms of which ſhoot from the grave of thy departed 

friend? —But hear me, firſt, —liſten to my folemn oath, as 
thou didſt to Alonzo's laſt with ?—Sooner ſhall my ſon im- 
bdibe poiſon from this breaſt, than he ſhall call thee father! 
than I will call thee huſband ! | 

Rolla. Then call me, your friend—your protector. 

Cora. Away! I know no other protector but God! 
I will haften inſtantly to the field of battle, — with 
this child in my arms, examine every mangled corpſe 1 
find on that fatal ſpot, to ſee if I cannot diſcern on the 
countenance, though disfigured by death, that ſweet fmile 
which uſed to animate my huſband's features—I will call 
on the name of Alonzo, with fearful ſhrieks, till my veins 
burſt in my boſom, that if one ſpark of life yet remain but 
half extinguiſhed, he may hear my voice, uncloſe his wm, 
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and bleſs me with a laſt look. But if I do not find him,— 
then, my ſon, we will throw ourſelves into the enemy's 
arms—the Spaniards are alſo men, and thy infant-ſmiles 
will open me a path through a thouſand ſwords. Who 
will thruſt back a wife that ſeeks her huſband? who ſpurn 
an innocent child that cries for his father ? Come, ſweet 
boy, we ſhall be ſafe any where a mother with a child 
at her breaſt, carries a paſſport, ſigned by the hand of na- 
ture herſelf, which will ſecure her a hoſpitable reception in [ 
every part of the world. Come, let us ſeek thy father 1 
: (She ruſbes out.) 


SCENE IV.—RoLLA al-ne. 


(He flands for ſome time motionleſs, with his eyes gloomil 
fixed _ 005 till at len 1 by 2 2 
ings, he exclaims in a tone of anguiſh) This to me! (H 
inks again into deep muſing, his eyes roll wildly, till at 
length he ſays with manly rejolution) I will compel her to 
eſteem me! | [ Exit. 


SCENE V.---P:zARRO's tent in the Spaniſh camp. 


PizARRO alone, walking backwards and forwards in gloomy 
| agitation. 


Fortune! thou jilt! thy delight is to play the wanton 
with boys---man's arm is too rough for thee !---He who 
has only down upon his chin, whoſe cheeks are ſtill un- 
furrowed, is flattered and careſſed by thee, while from 
him, upon whoſe manly brow prudence fits enthroned, 
thou turneſt aſide with diſdain, nor wilt beſtow upon him 
one favourable glance. Thou meretricious monſter ! roll 
on thy wheel ! drive it exultingly over my mangled corpſe! 
t firſt grant me vengeance ! ---yengeance upon Alonzo ! 
---Smile upon me but once more, and be that ſmile the 
ſignal for Alonzo's fall. | | 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI.---Enter ELv1RA. 


Pizarro. Who comes there ?---who has dared to grant 

admittance ? Where is my guard? 

Elvira. Your guard has done all that could be expect- 
ed from even the moſt vigilant. « Who is there? 
« *Tis 1, Elvira.” —< Go back” 4 For what reaſon” — 
« Pizarro chuſes to be alone, and has given the firifteſt pro- 
bibition.— Then, a gentle glance from me glided from his 
briſtly hair above, to his briſtly beard below—the halberd 
was lowered—and—here I am. 

Pizarro, What do you want ? 

Elvira. . To ſee how a hero bears misfortune. 

Pizarro. Did you not, this day, ſee me in the midſt of 
my ſcattered troops, when with my own hands I thruſt the 
daſtards back into the fight? Did you not ſee me, after- 
wards at the head of my defeated army,—when, amid 
thouſands who appeared wholly abaſhed and diſmayed—my 
firmneſs alone was unſubdued ? ou know then, that I can 

+ defy misfortune. - . 5 | 

Elvira. I ſaw you, it is true, in both thoſe ſituations ; 
but to know a hero thoroughly, he muſt alſo be ſeen, in 
private, in his tent. Many a one will diſplay great mag- 
nanimity before thouſands, who cannot preſerve like forti- 
tude when alone. Many a one, amid the ſilence and ſoli- 

' tude of night, will tremble at a phantom of his own crea- 
tion, who in the face of an army would encounter death - 
with undaunted reſolution. 

Pizarro. Well, then, you now. ſee me here. Are my 
features clouded with unmanly ſorrow - or do you hear 
me uttering idle lamentations ? 

Elvira. Lamentations from Pizarro !—Lamenta- 
tions are only for prieſts and women. But you gnaſh your 
teeth, and even that is beneath you. | 

Pizarro, Would you have me give a ball, and ſolicit 
your hand to open it, becauſe the ſword of the enemy is 
glutted with the braveſt blood in our army. 

Elvira. No, I would have you cold and ſilent as the 
night, when the florm has ſpent its fury—cold and ſilent 
as the grave on the eve of the reſutrection. Then when 

| the 
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the morning dawns, the hero will emerge again with re- | 
novated powers, and ſhine forth with added ſplendour irra- 
diated by a new ſun. 


Pizarro. Oh! why were not all my men, on this day, 
women like Elvira ! 


Elvira. "Then had my hand even now crowned you 
king of Quito, Vet, reflect, that we are ſtill reſting upon 
the ſame ſhore---the crown which this morning ſeemed 
within your graſp yet hovers before your eyes ; arm your- 
ſelf then with new courage, ſpring forward, and ſeize it 

Pizarro, Oh, Elvira! my hopes are faint, as long as 
this Alonzo, this ſcourge of my life, leads on the enemy. 


Elvira, Ah! I had forgotten to inform you, that 
Alonzo is your priſoner. 


Pizarro, How? | 

Elvira. Even now he has been dragged in triumph 
through the camp, by ſome of our ſoldiers. | 

Pizarro. (Embracing her) Elvira what glorious tid- 
ings do you communicate !--- Alonzo my priſoner !---Oh! 
then, I am conqueror !---I have defeated the enemy ! 

Elvira. My curiolity is extremely excited by theſe 
tranſports.--- There muſt ſurely be ſomething extraordi- 


wi in a man of whom Pizarro ſtands ſo much in awe; 
I am impatient to ſee him. 


Pizarro. Where is he ?---Guards ! (Enter one of the 


wards) Let the Spaniſh priſoner be immediately brought 
kicher (Exit the guard) 


Elvira, What will you do with him? 
Pizarro, He ſhall die -die in torments, protracted to 
the utmoſt extent that nature can endure. | 
Elvira. Shame on thee !---think what will then be 


faid by poſterity ?---that Pizarro could not conquer, till 
Alonzo was murdered, | 


Pizarro, No matter! 
Elvira. What a ſentiment to proceed from your 


mouth. Still, Pizarro, let me conjure you to act nobly, 
if not for his fake, at leaſt for your own. 


Pizarro, And what would you call acting nobly ? 


Elvira. Give Alonzo a ſword, and challenge him to 
ſingle combat. 


Pizarra. He has abjured his native country, perhaps 
0 
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alſo his God---and ſhall a traitor be honoured with a hero' 8 


death? | 
Eluira. Follow thy own | pleaſure---but mark me 


If be be murdered, Elvira is loſt to thee for ever. 
Pizarro. What can excite _ intereſt * A ſtranger? 


--- What is be to you? 
Elvira. He is nothing to me, but your fame, every 


thing. Do you ſuppoſe it is you I love ?—no, it is your 


- Pizarro. Fame is not the object to which I aſpire! 
My heart pants for revenge -I have ſworn n it hall 


be ſatisfied, and I am a Spaniard. 


SCENE VII.--ALonzo js brought in chained. ELVIxA 
| obſerves him for ſame moments with a mixture of curioſity 
| and admiration. z | 


Pizarro. Welcome, Ha Alonzo de Molina e 
have not met for a long time. | 
Alonzo. And, even now, meet again-too ſoon. 
Pizarro. You are grown fat, ſince I ſaw you laſt. 
 Almmzo. Let have not fed upon blood and rapine. 
Pizarr:. I am informed, too, that you are married 
perhaps already a father ? 
Alonzo. Would you be mortified to hear that it is no 
longer poſſible to murder the child in his mother's womb ? 
e. (His eyes flaſhing with rage/ Troopers 
y ! 


Elvira. You are rightly anfwered ; why did you in- 
ſult him? 

Pizarro. Who has appointed you his advocate ! 

Elvira. Jo inſult the unfortunate is contemptible. 

Pizarro. Hence ! of dread my anger! 

Elvira. I will not leave 

Pizarro. Will you compel me to qwiploy force ? 

Etvira. (Drawing out a dagger) Force! 

Alonzo. Noble youth, who are you ?---I am a ſtranger 
to your perſon. | 

Elvira. If I be really noble, of what importance is 
my name ? . 


Alanz39, 
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Alonze. Spare yourſelf any endeavour to defend me is 
ſeeking to rob a tyger of his prey. 

Pizarro. Which tyger is called ju/7ice. 

Alonzo, What a ſacred name is profaned by thy lips 

Pizarro. Thou art a traitor to thy native country. 

_ Alonzo, Was I born among robbers ? | 

Pizarro. Thou art an apoſtate from thy God and thy 
religion. 5 

Alonzo. Dis falſe. | 
. Pizarro. Thy wife is a heathen. 1 

Alonzo. The Almighty knows, and judges, all hearts. 

Pizarro. And pays them according to their deſerts, 

Alonzo, In another world. | | 

Pizarro. Thy moments are numbered ; defend thyſelf 
if it be poſſible. 

Alonzo, Where are my judges ? 

Pizarro, Doſt thou aſk that? 
Alonzo. Are you then deſpot here? 8 

Pizarro, Would you appeal to the aſſembled Council 
of War? | 

Alonzo, If Las-Caſas be among you—if not—that 
trouble may as well be ſpared, | | 

Pizarro. Raſhneſs always ſeeks to ſhelter itſelf under 
the folhes of others 

Alonzo, Las-Caſas a fool ? Then, let me be ſpared 
any inſtruction in your wiſdom'! and the Almighty grant 
that I may live and die in the follies of Las-Caſas 

Pizarro. The accompliſhment of that wiſh may be 
nearer than you imagine. | 

Alinxs. Do you expect to terrify me ? 

Pizarro. And ſuppoſing Las-Caſas were in my place; 
what would you urge to him; 

Alonzo, I would take him by the hand, lead him 
through the verdant and flouriſhing fields of Quito, point 
out — the plough- ſhare has rendered fertile a barren 
ſoil, and where a luxuriant crop promiſes a rich recom- 

nſe to our toils—then tell him“ this is my work?” 1 
would ſhew him how content ſmiles upon every counte- 
nance, while mild and gentle inſtitutes ſuperſede barbarous 
laws, and tell him, © this is my work! Shew him, how, 
already, many a hand, mapy an eye, is raiſed in pure de- 

| H votion 


am reſigned to my fate. 
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votion to the only true God, and tell him, “ zh:s is 
work !”'—Oh! then would Las-Caſas claſp me in his 
arms, while tears of pleaſing ſadneſs would drop bleſſings 
upon my head !—"Tis by deeds like theſe, that man be- 
comes enabled to ſmile defiance upon death. 
Pizarro, You remain what you have always been 
an enthuſiaſt, Y | 
Alenzo. Could I renounce ſuch enthuſiaſm, I ſhould 
indeed deſerve to be called—P:zarro's friend. 
Pizarro. Well, ſmile defiance upon death for know 
that they who ſit in council here, are not women, but men. 
Alonzo. I know the manlineſs of which you boaſt, and 
' Pizarro. Tis well—for your remaining hours of life 
are few. Prepare for death. 4 
Alonzo. I am prepared. 
Pizarro, Has this ſublime enthuſiaſm entirely ſup- 
preſſed all ſolicitude for your wife and child. ny 
Alnzo. There is a God, on whom I rely for their 
protection. 
Pixarro. I congratulate thee upon thy haughty reſo- 
lution.— Go then, addreſs thyſelf to God, for the firſt ray 
of to-morrow's ſun, is the harbinger of thy death. , 
. Thy vengeance requires haſte -I thank thee 
/Geing. ) 5 | | 
| FSA Stay, Alonzo —I tell thee, Pizarro, he ſhall 
cot os 2 | ops (er Whew | 
Parra. Are you beſide yourſelf ? 
Elvira. It is not exalted virtue, —it is not magnani- 
mity I require of thee,—l aſk merely what is due to thy 
own honour, Set him at liberty, give him a ſword, and 
challenge him to ſingle combat. Act otherwiſe, and you 
become the object of my ſettled ſcorn. | 
Pizarro. Set him at liberty, that he may again dye his 
hands in the blood of his _— 7 EG 
Alonzo, Robbers are not my brethren. 
Pizarro. Do you hear him ?—hence, Alonzo !- you 
know your ſentence.  _- 
* Alonzo... 1 know, and deſpiſe it. For thee, ſweet youth, 
(To Elvira) accept my thanks but in this camp thou 
golt not ſcem in thy proper ſphexe—go among the ſavages, 


— 
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as they are called, thou wilt find in them companions 
more congenial to thy heart; E 4 
xit, 


SCENE VIIL—Pizairo and ELVIRA. 
| bY 


Pixarro. Now, revile me, Madam, if you pleaſe, and 
pour oil upon the flame of my revenge. This proud calm- 
neſs beſpeaks the pupil of Las-Caſas. 

Elvira. J admire this Alonzo. 

Pizarro. Within a few hours that tone will be chang - 
ed, and you may ſay with a tender ſigh, I did admire this 
Alonzo. | 

Etvira. You, really, are reſolved upon his death? 

Pizarro. *Tis as certain as that the ſun ſhall riſe, 

Elvira. And the manner ?— 

Pizarro. Remains to be conſidered. I muſt calculate 
how. much torture can be compreſſed into the ſhort ſpace 
an hour. 5 | 

Elvira. I could name a ſpecies of torture, which in- 
flicts the ſevereſt anguiſh upon the ſufferer, while at the 
ſame time it gives exalted pleaſure to the tormentor. 

Pizarro. Name it. | 

Elvira. *Tis to call forth upon the cheeks of the vil- 
I bluſh of ſhame at the conſciouſneſs of villany 


de | 
Pizarro. I do not underſtand you. 

Elvira. Pardon him! 

Pizarro, That again? 

Elvira. And a thouſand times over. Pizarto, I de- 
ſerve thy bleſſing for ſeeking to avert from thee the curſes 
of poſterity. In the records of hiſtory -it will hereafter 
appear that you landed in a foreign hemiſphere with only a 
handful of troops, and defeated the ſovereign of a powerful 
kingdom—then will the reader obſerve, this man was 
BRAVE |!” —If it be farther related, that you pardoned a 
haughty enemy in chains then will he exclaim with ad- 
miration, © this man was GREAT 
+ Pizarro. When my mouldering bones will rattle with 


tranſport in my coffin! 
7 H 2 Elvira. 
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Elvira. Poſthumous fame may be deemed a bubble, 
and the hero who runs after it, a child---yet this toy often 
transforms the man into the — | 

Pizarre. But ſuppoſe I only fatisfy a juſt revenge? 
What will then be ſaid? | 

Elvira. He thruſt a dagger into the heart 4 an ene- 
my in chains—he was not above the common level of man- 
hind.” - 

Pazarre. (With a ſmile of I Hercules ſqueez- 
ed to death the giant Antzus, and Marſyas was flayed by 
ARC ˙ | 15 

Elvira. Does Alonzo play the flute better than you? 
would you therefore flay him? | 

Pizarro, Enough, Elvira, your arguments are thrown 

Elvira. You are right, - who would attempt to plant 
cedars in a moor. Let us now take another view of 
the ſubject. Fame, whether acquired during life, or only 
— by poſterity, is ſcarcely worth a nable man's 
attention tis a vapour, a flame, which can neither feed 
nor warm. But diſregard not your own advantage 
and, what can you ſay, if by a little magnanimity, which 
will coſt you nothing, an important object may be ob- 


tained? 
Pizarro. Speak plainly ! 
. Elvira. Alonzo muſt, and will, continue to prove him- 
ſelf the diſciple of Las-Cafas; but whether by an heroic 
death, which cannot benefit us, or by a folly which 
will prove highly advantageous to us, reſts. entirely with 
ou. i 
. Pizarro. How fo? | | 
Elvira. An enthuſiaſt muſt be caught by phantoms of 
his own creation. That ideal being to which mankind has 
given the name of exalted virtue, 1s his idol. Say to him, 
Al:mzo, you have injured me, but I pardon you freely, you 
are at liberty. What follows !—the boy ſinks upon 
your boſom, and in pure gratitude betrays the throne of 
Quito into your hands. eto A 
Pizarro. Do you ſuppoſe ſo ? — doubt it much. 
Eluira. Is it, that the means propoſed are too hard to 
u! then may I be your aſſiſtant. Where does love reign 
fo abſolute as in the heart of the enthuſiaſt ?—over whom 
has he cqual power, either to lead him into good, j- to 
raw 
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draw him aſide into evil? I am young, I have charms, 
am not deſtitute of underſtanding, and know well how 
to mould the humours of man to my own purpoſes. You 
muſt be ſenſible, Pizarro, that while thouſands obey you 
as a hero, you obey me as a woman. 

Pizarro, | obey you '— ** 

Eluira. Say not a word the time is precious. I will 

o to Alonzo—-as a youth I have acquired an intereſt in 
bis heart, and when I ſtand before him as a woman, when 
he preſſes my hand within his, when my eyes are fixed 
upon him in tender entreaty, when the language of virtue 
flows from my lips, think you, he can refuſe me any 
thing ? | 

Pizarro, Your vanity is amuſing. 

Elvira. Thank me for the hint, ere I repent of hav- 
ing given it. | 

Pizarro, I leave you to immediate, perhaps to perpe- 
tual, repentance, for my reſolution is fixed. 

Elvira. That Alonzo ſhall die? — 

Pizarro. That he ſhall die. 

Elvira. Though, at the ſame moment, you loſe Elvira 
for ever? | * 4 

Pizarro. Though I loſe her for ever. 

Elvira, And the ſhould ſeek refuge with a nobler 
enemy, —ſhould join with Alonzo in labouring to promote 
the happineſs of the Peruvians. 

Pizarro. To that, I can oppoſe chains and bonds. 

Elvira. Chains and bonds to a woman ! to one who, 
without having imbibed the precepts of Las-Caſas, yet 
learned to deſpiſe death. 

Pizarro, Even the latter may be your lot. 

Elvira. Pizarro, you no longer love me. 

Pizarro, If you hope to transform a General into a 
whining Shepherd, you will be miſtaken, 

Elvira. Ungrateful man !—Have you forgotten that 
you alone were the cauſe of my quitting my parents and 
native country? that for your fake I refolved to defy dan- 
ger, and either bury myſelf in your arms, or in the boſom 
of the ocean? | 

Pizarro. Have I not amply repaid this mighty attach- 
ment? Are not you the ſharer of my power, my joys ? 

Elvira. Recollect, that I equally ſhare your perils. — 
On this dreadful day, amid the throng of battle, who re- 


mained 
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mained firmly and conſtantly at your fide ?—who 3 
as a ſhield to you, a breaſt unaccuſtomed to the ſteely ar- 
mour by which your's is defended? ee | 

Pizarro, Deareſt Elvira, while in valour you are a 
man, in love you are a perfect woman. My whole heart, 
and half my 4 by right, are your's. 

Elvira. your booty ?—then I claim Alonzo as 
my priſoner. 8 

Pizarro. Excuſe me !—I reſerve the diviſion to my- 
ſelf. | 
Elvira. Can you refuſe, when I entreat, when I moiſ- 
ten cheek with my tears ? | 

izarro. Ves, even then.---(After a pauſe) Elvira, 
what can I think of this ?---Are you captivated by the 
boy's ſmooth face: 

Elvira. No, I love you ſtill; but I wiſh to ſee you 
worthy of my love. In battle, chance may ſnatch victory 
from your hands, but in a conteſt with yourſelf, victory is 
always in your power, and theſe are the moſt glorious 
of all triumphs, tis then you truly appear a hero---and 
none but a hero can Elvira love. 

Pizarro. You entreat in vain.---Take heed, Elvira, 
leſt this anxiety for the fate of a ſtranger, ſhould excite 
ſuſpicions in my breaſt.---You know the Spaniſh cha- 
racter Hou know me. | 

Elvira. Yes, I do know thee !---I know thee to be 


Jealous of female favour, jealous alſo of fame. Thou 


wilt not, by blaſting the latter, render thyſelf 5 


of the former, and tear aſunder the only bond which 


wnites Elvira's heart to thine. . 

Pixarro. Every word you utter, confirms Alonzo's 
ſentence. 

Elvira. Then, our eternal ſeparation is ſealed l- Go 
and whet thy ſword for the neck of a priſoner, whoſe chains 
are not conſidered as ſufficient ſecurity for thy precious 
life. Gladly has Elvira wiped away the blood and, duſt from 
the forehead of her hero after a battle, but ſhe never de- 
filed her hands with the duſt of flight, or the blood of 
aſſaſſination. The arm which ſhall be raiſed againſt a 
defenceleſs enemy, never more ſhall encircle a woman 
whoſe ſoul is noble The lips which can unite m 
with a ſentence of death, nevey ſhall preſs mine I know 
well that revenge may be tweet and grateful—but no 


longer 
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longer than while the enemy is armed in defiance againſt 
us—if he fall, vengeance falls with him. — He who feels 
otherwiſe, I pit 3 mY who acts otherwiſe, I deſpiſe, 
Pizarro. (Her a pauſe, loking gt her with a contemp- 
tuous ſmile) hou art a woman |! 
LE * its 


SCENE IX.—ELviIRA alone. 


A woman! knoweſt thou that,—and doſt thou not 
tremble ?!—Knowelſt thou, that as I love, fo can I hate. 
and doft thou not tremble ?—Yes, man of blood, whom 
neither the ſtrife of contending elements, non the rage of a 
powerful enemy can terrify, thou ſhalt find thyſelf vulner- 
able to a woman who ſolemnly ſwears thy deſtruction. 
Alonzo ſhall live, and I will love him, not becauſe youth 
and beauty ſmile upon his blooming cheeks, but becauſe 
the idol which 1 worſhipped in Pizarro, inſtead of pure 
ore, has proved baſe metal--becauſe the temple, which 
appeared marble at a diſtance, has proved, on examination, 


merely varniſhed plaiſter.— Oh, Pizarro! Pizarro |. 4 


could even have pardoned the injury, if for the fake of a 
throne thou hadſt proved Faithleſs to thy promiſed love 


but having ated contemptibly, Elvira's heart is alienated 
for ever Jo | "I | 


[ Exit. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I.—4 Tent in the Spaniſh Camp. The Time is 
paſt Midnight. 


ALONZO alone. 


DysplsE death Such was the maxim among the 
Greeks and Romans; heathens endowed with exalted wif- 
dom. Shame, then, on thee, Chriſtian, that thou canſt 
tremble before him, ſince what to them was no more than 
eonjecture, to thee is certainty—thit there is a better 
world !— Yet thou doſt ' tremble !—ls it that the ardent 
ſenſibilities of youth revolt more keenly againſt an un- 
zimely death, the blunted feelings of age? What is 
an untimely death ?—Shall Alonzo calculate his life only by 
the years he has numbered? Does he not poſſeſs Cora ?— 
Cora !—ah, this is the roſy bond that chains me irreſiſtibly 
to life ! Wife and child !—one holds me back by the tears 


of love, the other by the ſmile of innocence Oh, Caf- 


fius, thou wert not a huſband ! Seneca, thou wert not a 
father — The voice of nature cries LIVE, and my heart 
loudly echoes back the found ! Can this ſentiment be a re- 
proach to the man, and the hero? —Yet, Sovereign Diſ- 
pou of my fate | though it be ſo, I muſt Kill incline to 


ive! 


SCENE II.— Enter a SOLDIER, with 1wo bottles of wine, 


Soldier. Here, Don Alonzo de Molina, be of good 
cheer, and drink. | 


Alonzo, 
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Alonzo. Who ſent thee hither ? 
Soldier. I keep guard before your tent. 
Almzo. I thank your C on for this refreſhment.. 
Soldier. No thanks to me. *Tis true, I am 1 
grieved for your ſituation ; but tis not in my power to aſ- 
ſt you. for 1 am poor. | 
lonzo. Who gave you this wine? 
Soldier, One who can give much ſweeter things than 
wine—(whiſpering) Donna Elvira. ' 
Alonzo, And who is Donna Elvira? 
Soldier. Have you never heard of her?—She is our 
General's friend. 
Alon o. His friend ? 
Soldier. Yes, yes, his friend;—you underſtand me. 
Alonzo. And Elvira, you fay ?— 
Soldier. Sent you this wine. 
4 Does ſhe know me ? 
Soldier, Scarcely, I believe. 
Alonzo. Go, and return her my thanks. 
Soldier. Very well. b 
Alonzo. And take the wine with you. 
Soldier. How - won't you drink? | 
Alonzo. I have not drunk wine for ſeveral. years. 
Saldier. But a man in your fituation wants | 
and theſe bottles would inſpire you with a noble reſolution. 
Alonzo. My good friend, I pity the wretch who can- 
not meet death courageouſly, wi ſuch inſpiration. 
Solater. But it confuſes the ſenſes, and deadens pain. 
 Alonzg, Leave me, I pray you. Death is not a phan- 
tom from which I would ſeck to conceal myſelf by hiding 
my face in my pillow. Drink the wine H—the 
night is a cold, you will find it reviving. d 
Soldier, Certainly, I have no objection to that,. if you 
wiſh it. - To do you juſtice it muſt be owned, that you 
are a brave knight, only 'tis a ſhare that you are become 
a heathen. If it were not ſinful, I coul in my heart 
to Weep for you. | [ Exit. 


SCENE 1III.—ALonzo alone. 


Poor fellow! he knows not -what he fays — Thy 
bounties, oh God | ate not confined to one country, one 
I religion ! 
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religion Thou haſt created the vine for the Spaniard, 
and the plantain for the Peruvian !-—"Thy ſtreams moiſten 
alike the meadows at the foot of the Pyrenees, and 
thoſe bounded by the Cordilleras On our altars thou 
haſt erected the-croſs as the ſymbol of thy favour ; but 
nu imileſ equally upon the fun on the breaft of the 


SCENE IV,—Enter EIVIx A. Ms ſbe enters, ſbe calls 
TT... "YE DOR SS: 


Elvira. Don Alonzo ! | 

Alonzo. Who are you ?—Come in. 

Elvira. ( Approaching him) Do you not know me? 

Alonzo, Yes, amiable youth, I remember you well. 
You it was who ventured to.expoſtulate with the incenſed 
Pizarro, when he pronounced ſentence of death upon me. 
Your form is indelibly impreſſed upon my heart. 

Elvira. Live, Alonzo for, know that I love you. 

Alonzo. "Tis 8 yet not leſs dangerous to 
ſhew favour to the unfortunate. At our former meeting, 
you withheld from me your name—but, oh noble young 
eagle, ſurrounded by vultures, fain would I know to whom 
I am fo deeply indebted ! 6 | | 

Elvira. Can you not gueſs ? 

Alonzo. How ſhould that be poſſible ? 

Elvira. Where has humanity erected a nobler tem- 
ple, than in the breaſt of woman? Who can venture to 
defy tyrants with equal boldneſs, as woman ? 3 

Alonzo. Aſtoniſhment !—Is it a woman I behold? 
Perhaps Donna Elvira? | . E 

Elvira. The name, at leaſt, ſeems not wholly unknown 
to you? Ves, I am Elvira. | 

Alonzo. Such a viſit !-at ſuch an hour !— _.. 

Elvira. One who haſtens to ſuccour the oppreſſed, is 
regardleſs of the hour. | | 

Al:nzo, It is the laſt of my life. 

Elvira. I tell you, no! 

Alonzo. Pizarro has ſworn my death. 

Elvira. - And I thy life. . 


% 
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Alenzo, Accept my thanks—but I know how to die. 
Elvira. For ever death and dying ?—Are you one of 
thoſe extraordinary beings who can fit calmly down upon 
the brink of the grave, and ſurvey with complacency the 
gulf below? - Ne! | ar 
Alonzo, What we cannot avoid, muſt be endured. © 
Elvira, Do you die willingly ? 8 : 
Alenzo. To anſwer that I do, were equally to deceive 
you and myſelf. | 
Elvira. Away, then —inſtantiy! 
Alenzo. You can only joke? LE Loon fe En 
Elvira, Then have I choſen an admirable time for 
ſporting with a man. $713 & 
Alonzo, Theſe chaing—my guards * 
Elvira, To looſen chains, and blind the eyes of guards, 
is mere paſtime to love. POE 199 2 
Alnzo. Tolove! | | 
Elvira, Call it what you will !—1, for my own part, 
am regardleſs whether or not I expreſs my feelings ac- 
cording to ſcholaſtic rule. I ſaw you ſtand in chains be- 
fore Pizarro, I heard you ſpeak like an ancient Roman, 
and at that moment the chains glided from off your hands 
and fixed upon my heart. I felt it eſſential to my repoſe 
to ſave you: my ſoul is not formed to endute a tedious 
interval between the reſolution and the action—I felt 
and I have acted. | | | 
Alenzo. You come to ſave me? 
Elvira, 1 come to fave you, and to conjure you to 
fave me !—to ſnatch me from this whirlpool where every 
ſtruggle after fame is ſwallowed up in a torrent of blood ! 
—to lead me from the path where avarice tramples the 
ſpringing laurel beneath its feet !—--I am not a wo- 
man caſt in a common mould—my love is not of that tame 
and ſequeſtered kind which can be content to ſit quietly 
down at the ſpinning-wheel, ſurrounded by my children 
and tell them pretty infant ſtories—my heart thirſts for 
fame, and my lips muſt overflow with the noble actions 
performed by him I love. Look, my children, at this 
marble pillar—it was erected to commemorate the il- 
luſtrioug deeds of your father. Hear ye thoſe ſhouts of 
acclamation ?—they are uttered in honour of your father, 
Stretch out your little hands to our reconciled foes — your 
father has ſubdued them not leſs by magnanimity than 


12 valour. 
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valour. Oh happy, thrice happy, the woman who can 
thus theſe objects of her affection 1. Of a love 
like this- our ſex ma) juſt be and fuch is mine 
Ait is no common If on theſe terms, Alonzo, 
I am ſo fortunate as to pleaſe you, be it your part to make 
me forget the miſery of being born a womin—henceforth 
we are united, and I fave you. 

Alonzo, If I underſtand you right, lovely woman, you 
aſk what is beyond my power to grant. An married. 

Elvira. To a heathen. 

Alonzo. Still the is my wiſe, and in every climate love 
renders ſacred the bonds of wedlock. 

Elvira. Does ſhe return your affection with equal 
tenderneſs ? 

Alonzo. Not merely with equal tenderneſs. Donna 
| Etrira k knows her ſex, immeaſurable alike in their love and 

Elvira. Yet you would make her a mournful widow. 

Alonzo. Our fates are in the hand of God. 

Elvira. The common feſouree of thoſe who have not 
ſpirit enough to act for themſelves. Have * 

p 2 One pledge of the pureſt love. 

Elvira, Whom you would make an orphan. 

Alonzo, Oh, my Fernando | 

Evira. Does it become the hero to lament, when he 
ought to act with vigour ?—Hear me ?—Hf, indeed, you 
are every thing to the heart of your wife Ai the cannot 
purchaſe your ſafety at too dear a rate? ſhe will joyfully 
wave her claims and reſign her huſband. as a 
recompenſe to his 
Alonzo. That 1 do moſt willingly. 
Eluira. Well A | 
Alonzo, Never !—A haſty death will ſoon break my 
chains, and to avoid it, you would have me inflict on a 
tender wife, ſorrows which only a lingering death could 
terminate. With ſuppreſſed: anguiſh would ſhe behold 
me in your arms, while I ſhould only fob upon your bo- 
fom. Lovers can -facrifice £1! thing to their attachment, 
but that attachment itſelf. — We are every thing to each 
other.—I came into this country, to plunder it of its 
wealth—I have found here the choiceſt ot all earthly trea- 
ſures, an aftectBnate wiſe, and A I caſt her from me, 
' ta 
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to purchaſe a wretched exiſtence, which, without her, 
would be of no value? Oh, Cora! in your arms I have 
learnt what conſtitutes our only real happineſs, and never 
will J quit them but to reſt in the grave !—Leave me 
then, Signora, —leave me If on ſuch terms only, you 
can fave my life, I am grateful for your intentions—but 
farewel |! 8 

Elvira. I honour theſe ſentiments. Yet, ſuffer me to 
cheriſh the proud opinion, that had your heart been free, I 
had deſerved your love. Oh! I could almoſt envy your 
happy wife !—but away with the ignoble feeling —haſten, 
Elvira, to ſtifle it by a diſintereſted action Come, then, 
Alonzo, take this dagger, and follow me. I will conduct 
you to the tent where Pizarro ſleeps, and you ſhall plunge 

into his haughty and unfeeling heart. Terror will then 
2 its wings over the whole camp, while amid the con- 
fuſion raiſed by the firſt cry. of murder, when the troops 
ſhall run hither and thither in wild aſtonifhment, we will 
eſcape to your friends. There will I witneſs the tears of 
tranfport ſhed by your wife,—there will I hear the infant 
lifping of your child, and forget all my proud dreams. 
Come, follow me. f | 
' Alonzo, To murder afleeping man? 

Elvira. Y our bittereſt ene. | 

| Alonzo, I would not murder even the common enemy 
of all mankind, in his ſleep. 

Elvira. I deteſt this Pizarro, becauſe he has been 2 
traitor to me, and I deſpiſe him, becauſe he is mean enough 
to trample under foot a fallen enemy. Generolity is due 
only to the generous !—deal by the villain as he would 
deal by others—free the earth from a monſter who has 
been vomited forth from the Old World, to ſpread ruin 
and devaſtation in the New. Thy ſecond country will re- 
ward the deed with triumphant acclamations—and ho- 
nourable repoſe in the boſum of thy family will be the lot 
of thy future life. Haſte then, reſolve |! 

Alonzo. I am reſolved. 

Elvira. To follow me. 

Alonzo. No l- you muſt ſeek ſome other inſtrument to 
accompliſh your vengeance. There was a time when 
Pizarro loved me, when together we dared every honour- 
able danger in the field of battle — hen I ſhared every 
meal that came to his table. An hundred times have [ 


ſlept 
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gept in peace by his fide ! and ſhall I murder him in his 


ſleep ? 
Beere Hath he not torn aſunder every bond between 
ou | 1 
. Alonzo. The bond of his kindneſs to me can never be 
deſtroyed. cone 
Elvira, Well, I will leave you a while. Solitude ma 
awaken reaſon from her ſlumbers, and the terror of 
reſtore you to your ſenſes. Know that a large ranſom has 
been offered for your freedom, which Pizarro has refuſed, 
_ your have no other means of ſafety remaining, but what 
e. | 
yay Then I muſt die! KC fs 
Elvira. Look toward the eaſt—the ruddy ſtreaks of 
morning begin to appear, they announce the near approach 
2 fate. The moments fly but a few more are thine, 
the opportunity once loſt, never can return. I leave 
you to reflection. In a quarter of an hour I ſhall return 
to hear your final reſolution. F 


, 


SCENE V.—ALowzo aloe. 


Spare thyſelf ſo fruitleſs an enquiry, it will be made in 
vain Death may be a bitter medicine, but treachery is 
a luſcious poiſon Heaven guard and protect my wife 
and child !—Heaven, and Rolla May they ſeek refuge 
in the mountains where dwell innocence and peace ! and 
may my poor infant never know from what hapleſs blood 
he ſprings.— Thou great Jehovah !—or Sun !—for the 
name is indifferent to thee !—grant health and purity of 
mind to thoſe I leave behind me !—all elſe is idle vanity \— 
Lo! there, the morning dawns over the hills; only one 
bour more is mine; I will endeavour to deprive the fear 
of death of its cuſtomary tribute.—l will lay me down to 
reſt. (He lies down.) thou, my unſullied conſcience, 
call ſleep to the aſſiſtance of thy friend my ſtrength is 
exhauſted, wearineſs preſſes down my eye-hds!—Come, 
gentle flumbers ! prepare me for an acquaintance with 


your more powerful brother! (He falls aſleep.) 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI.— A SOLDIER on guard walks backwards and 
forwards before the entrance of ALONZO's Tent. 


 _ Who's there ?—anſwer quickly! — Who's 
there: | | 
- Rolla. {Behind the ſcenes.) A prieſt. 
Soldier. What would you here, Reverend Father ? 
Rolla. (Entering diſguiſed in the habit of a Monk )}— 
Friend, I pray you, inform me where I can find the Spa- 
ni ſh priſoner, Alonzo ? 
Soldier. He is in this tent. 
Rilla. Allow me to ſpeak to him! 
Soldier. I dare not. | 
: Rolla. He is my friend. 
Soldier, Not, it he were your brother, 
\ Rolla, What is expected to be his fate? 
Soldier. He dies at ſun-riſe. 
Rolla. Hal—then I come at the proper moment. 
Soldier. To witneſs his death. 
Rolla. I muſt ſpeak with him. 
Soldier. Back - back — 
Rolla. ls he alone? 
Soldier. Ves. 
Rolla. | intreat you to let me ſee him! 
Soldier. You aſk in vain; our orders ate very ſtrict. 
Rolla. (Drawing out the diamond ſun which he had re- 
ceived from the king) Look on theſe precious jewels. 
Soldier. And what of them? 
Rella. They are your's; only let me ſpeak with the 
priſoner. 5H | 
Soldier. Do you ſuppoſe me capable of being corrupt- 
ed? know that I am an old Caſtilian, : 
Rolla. Take them, and perform a good action. 
Soldier. Back—back—l know my duty. 
Rolla, Are you married? 
Soldier, Yes. 
| Rolla. Have you any children? 
Soldier. Four boys. 
Rella, Where did you leave them? 
Soldier. (In @ ſoftened voice) At home, in my native 


** rv. 
WI Bella. 
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Ralla. Do you love your wife and children? 

Soltter. (Much effefted) My God! Do I love them? 

Rolla. Sings © ang! or were to die in this foreign land? 

Soldier. Then I ſhould charge my comrades to carry 
them my laſt bleſſing. 

Rolla, And if, Shen your comrades arrive at home, 
any one ſhould be fo inhuman as to refuſe them admittance 
to your wife and children ? 

Soldier. How | What do you mean? 

| Rolla. Alonzo has a wife and child. That afflicted 
wife ſent me hither to receive his laſt bleſſing for herſelf 
and her infant. 

Soldier. Enter then. 

Rolla. ( Advancing towards Alonzo) Oh ſacred nature, 
ſtill true to thyſelf! Alonzo ! where art thou Hal there 
he lies aſleep! (Shakes him) Alonzo |! 

Alonz1. (Starting up) Are you come or me ſo ſoon ? 
—] am ready. | 

Rolla Rouſe thyſelf. 

Alonzz, Ha !— What voice was that? | 

Rolla. Tis Rolla's voice. 

N Rolla am I indeed awake how came you 
hither 

Rolla, The preſent is not a time to waſte in aſking 
and anſwering queſtions. ( He takes of the Maonk's habit) 
For this diſguiſe, I am indebted to the curpſe of a prieſt 
who fel! to-day in battle. Take it, and begone. 

Alonzo, And you ?f— 

Rolla, I will remain here in your place. 

Ahne. Never. 

Rolla. No words, I intreat, but comply with my re- 

uelt ! 
® Alonzo. And leave you to, die for me nacher twice 
endure the of death myſclt; 

Rolla. I ſhall not die. It is Alonzo's life that Pi- 
zarro ſeeks, not Rolla's. The utmoſt I have to fear, 
is a ſhort impriſonment, from which your arm ſhall ſet me 
free. 

Alonzo. Haw little do you know Pizarro's gloomy 
foul ! When he ſhalk find by what means he has been de- 


prived of his prey, in the rage of diſappointment, you will 
be initantly ſacri iced to his revenge. 5% 
olla. 
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Rolla. No, no, a large ranſom — 

Alenzo. His thirſt of vengeance even exceeds his ava- 
rice. 

Rolla. And what if it ſhould prove ſo?—I am alone in 
the world, — a ſingle unconnected being, on whoſe life no 
other hangs—a ſolitary ſhrub ſtanding in the midſt of a 
ſandy deſert, —let it be cut down ! who will feel its loſs ? 
T happy, only if it can thus become the means of warm- 
ing one worthy heart. You, on the contrary, are a huſ- 
band and a father, — the happineſs or miſery of a charm- 
ing wife, and helpleſs infant, hang upon your life take 
the garment, therefore, and away! 

Alonzo. Would you make me the cowardly murderer 
of my friend? would you ſave my life—only to embit- 
ter it with inexpreſſible torments ? 

Rolla, Never beſtow a thought on me, but in Cora's 
arms. One tear mingled with the cup of joy, is all that! 
require. I have lived in the world to little purpoſe, donot 
deny me the conſoling reflection, that at leaſt I ſhall not 
die in vain. | SOS | 

Al:nzo. Can a friend torture me thus ?—My laſt hours 
were ſufficiently painful without this. 
 Raolla. I cannot even bring you a farewel from a be- 
loved wife, for ſhe is inſenſible to every thing. She only 
recovers from one ſwoon, to fall into another. 

Alonzo. Oh, my Cora 

Rolla. Her life is in danger, unleſs ſhe ſee you 
ipcedily, © 

Alonzo.” Her life | 

Rolla. If you die, ſhe dies, and your poor child is 
left an orphan. : | 8 

Alonzo. Rolla will be his father. | 

Rolla. Do you ſuppoſe, that Rolla can ſurvive the lofs 
of Cora ? 2 * 5 

Alonzo. Grant me ſtrength, Oh God, to ſupport this 
conflict CET SDS, ee 285 

Rolla, And what do you expect to gain by your obdu- 
racy ?—If you will not eſcape, neither will I. Here I am 
determined to remain, nor {hall any power force me from 
2 ſhall be gratified with the pleaſing ſpectacle of 

holding Rolla fall by your ſide, then will Cora be left 
utterly forlorn. 


K Aonzo. 
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Alonzo. Oh, Rolla! my feelings are nearly over- 
powered. | | | | 
Ralla. A moment's pauſe, and all is loſt —eſcape, 
and all may yet be well. We need not fear ſentence 
being immediately paſſed upon me. I will amuſe Pizarro 
with hopes of making important diſcoveries. —I will 
endeavour to protract the time while you repair to our 
— collect a body of choſen young men, and at night 
burſt like a ſtorm upon our enemies, and lead back your 
friend in triumph. Haſten, Alonzo, the day breaks, do 
not delay, but fly to Cora's arms, ſave her life, and then 
return to ſave mine. | 
Alonzo. Rolla, whither would you drive me? 
Raolla. Do I require any thing diſhonourable ? (He 
throws the friar's garment over Alonzo) Conceal thy face, 
and hold thy chains faſt, that their clanking may not betray 
thee. There, go, and God be with thee remember me 
kindly to Cora, and tell her that ſhe did me injuſtice, 
' Alonzo, ( Embracing him) My friend, I have no 
words |— _ | 
Rolla. Do I not feel thy warm tears upon my cheek ? 


—Go, I am fully repaid. 
Alonzo. In a few hours I return either to free thee or 
to ſhare thy death. a | [Exit - 


SCENE VII.— Rol. LA alone, looking after him. 


He is gone Now for the firſt time in my life have 1 
been guilty of deception !—the God of truth pardon me! 
—He flatters himſelf with the hope of ſeeing me again 
ſpeedily—Yes, in another world, perhaps—in a world 
where Cora will love me |—Oh, ſelfiſh man !—Is not all 
this done to ſerve thyſelf, that when Cora ſhall aſcend ta 
our common Father, her firſt queſtion may be, where is 
Rolla ?—But, who comes here? 


- SCENE 
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SCENE vm. Enter ELvima. 


Elvira. Well, Alonzo, have you- conſidered better of 
this matter ? (She perceives Rolla) Ha! how is this ? who 
art thou? where is Alonzo ? 

Rolla. Which queſtion ſhall I anſwer firſt * 

Elvira. Where is Alonzo ? : 


Rolla. Gone. 
Elvira. Eſcaped ? 
Rolla. Yes. 


Elvira. He muſt be marked. (Going) 

Rolla. (Stepping before her) Hold !—that muſt not be 

Elvira. Infolent man !—I will call the guards. 

Rolla. Whatever you pleaſe, ſo that Alonzo gain 
time. 

Eluira. (Again endeawouring to go) If you dare to 
touch me !— 

Rolla. You ſtir not from this place He claſps her in 
his arme) 

Elvira. (Drawing a dagger) This ſhall force me a 
paſſage—through your heart. 

Rolla. As you pleaſe—but falling, I ſhall ftill claſp 

ou. 
f Elvira. Indeed !— Are ſuch your ſentiments "= 
The acquaintance of ſuch a man is valuable. Releaſe 
me—7T will remain here. 

Rolla. ( Quitting his hold) It is enough !—Alonzo muſt 
by this time be at ſome diſtance. 

Elvira. And has eſcaped by your help. 

Rolla. By mine alone. 

Elvira. Haw could you dare to run ſo great a ha- 
zard? | 
Rolla. Why heſitate to encounter it ? | 
Elvira. » Are you prepared to ſuffer death inſtead of 
him? 
Rolla. Should it be neceſſary. 
Elvira. 
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Elvira. You are no common friend. 

Rolla, I am not actuated by friendſhip. 

Elvira. By what motive then ? 

Rolla. *Tis immaterial to you. 

Elvira, IT obſerve that you are ſparing of your 
words. 

Rolla. My province is rather to act, as you may ene: 
- Elvira, ho are you ? 

Rolla. My name is Rolla. 

Elvira. The Peruvian General ? 

Rolla. I was ſo, once. 

Elvira. Is it poſhible ?—you in our power? 

Rolla. Perfectly ſo. 

Elvira. You have been lighted, perhaps, and thirſt of 
vengeance has driven you hither? 

alla. What mean you by lighted ? 

Elvira. Your king 55 not rewarded * according to 
your deſerts. 

Rolla. Far beyond them. 

lvira. And yet you are here Tou are e urged neither 

by thirſt of revenge, nor by emotions of friendſhip— 
yet are here ! 

Ralla. Even ſo! 

Elvira. I know of only one other paſſion which could 
prompt ſuch raſhneſs. | 

Rolla. And that is— 
Elvira. Love. 

Rolla. Right. 

Elvira. You love then ?—and whom ? 

Rolla. "Tis immaterial to you. 

Elvira. And you hope by this ſtep— 

Ralla. I do not hope any thing. 

Elvira. T underſtand you now,—the obj ect of your 
love is dead, and deſpair has brought you kither. 

Rolla. As you pleaſe. | 

Elvira. I pity you ſincerely. 

Rolla. I thank you. 

Elvira. Is your loſs irreparable? 

Rolla. Wholly irreparable. 

" Elvira, And at theſe early feats, will you renoungs 
life, and the enjoyment of your fame? 

. Kolla. Fame is only the gift of poſterity. 


= 


leine 
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Elvira. But ſuppoſing you could render farther ſervices 
to your native countr | 

Rolla. I ſhall, unleſs put to death here. 

Elvira. In what way? _. 

Rolla. By fighting againſt you. 

Elvira. And you dare to tell me that to my face ? 

Rolla. "Tis pity that you are not Pizarro. 

Elvira. Why ſo ? 

Rolla. Then had I ſaid it to Pizarro's face. "ip 

Elvira. Ha |—you ſeem a man after my own heart. 

Rolla. If fo, ſtrive to reſemble me. | 

Elvira. I reſemble you ll, a weak woman! 

Rolla. A woman? | 

Elvira. You are ſurpriſed. 

Rolla. No. | | 

Elvira. True,—the hero ſhould not be ſurpriſed at 
any thing. ; 7 

Rolla. Leaſt of all at a woman. 

Elvira. Not even if ſhe were capable of a great 
action. 2 | 

Rolla. Not even then. 

Elvira. You reſpect our ſex ? 

Rolla. It is better, and worſe, than ours. 

Elvira. Suppoſe I were to reſtore you,—and with 
the bleſſing of peace, to your native country ? would you 
reckon me among the better ? 

Rolla. Perhaps ſo. 

Elvira. Only perhaps ? | 
Nolla. Is it ſufficient to ſee the action, without know- 
ing the motives that prompted it? INES 

Elvira. Proud man !—how is your friendſhip to be 
obtained ? 

Rolla. By friendſhip. 

Elvira. I will endeavour to obtain it. The morning 
but juſt begins to dawn, there is yet time—take this 
dagger and follow me. 

Kolla. Whither ? | 

Elvira. I will conduct you to the tent, where Pizarro 
ſleeps : you ſhall diſpatch him—and then we will fly. 


Thus you will fave yourſelf from inevitable death, and 


deliver your native country from a dreadful ſcourge. 
Rolla. How has Pizarro injured you ? 
Elvira. My love was firmly united to his fame. The 
ſame 
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ſame ſtroke, which blaſted the latter, has annihilated: the 
former. 

Rolla. You loved him once? 

Elvira. So I thought, when I heard him the theme of 
univerſal admiration. 

Rolla. And you now propoſe that I ſhould murder him 
in his ſleep ? 

Etvira. Would he not have murdered Alonzo in 
chains ? We deal with him, only as he would deal with 
„ A man is equally defenceleſs in chains, as when 

ee 

Rolle. Give me the dagger. 

Etvira. Take it. 

Rolla. Now go on. 

Eluira. You muſt firſt ſtab the ſoldier who guards 
the tent. 

Rolla. Muſt I? | 

Elvira. Elfe he will raife an alarm. 

Ralla. Then, take back the dagger. 

Elvira. Why ſo ? 

Rolla. This ſoldier is a man. 

Elvira. Well? | 

Rolla. A MAN Do you underſtand me Not every 
one who bears the human form deſerves that name. 

Elvira. What do you mean? : 

Rolla. Againſt gold this ſoldier was incorruptible. 
He was overcome by his feclings. we is my brother; I 
will not mjure him. 

Elvira. Then we muſt endeavour to deceive him. 
Conccal the dagger. — What ho! there ? — Guard! 


SCENE IX.— The Sol DiER enters the Tent. 


Soldier. What would you * 
Elvira. Where is your priſoner ? 


Soldier. Where, but here—(He res Rolla) How !— + 


What is the meaning of this ! (Ae e looks about) Bleſſed 
God! Alonzo is gone | | 


Elvira. And you are loſt. | 
Soldier . 
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Soldier. (Addreſſing Rolla) You have deceived me— 
Ab, I muſt die lOh my poor wife l- my poor child- 
ren 

Rolla. Be not uneaſy— Pizarro has loſt nothing by the 
exchange I pledge my word for your ſafety. 

Elvira. And I mine. But the General muſt be imme- 
diately informed of the accident I will conduct this man 
to his tent, —Do you accompany us. 

Soldier. He will order me to inſtant execution. 

Elvira. Have we not both pledged ourſelves for his 
mercy ? | 
, — Ah, good lady I- for my poor children's 
ake |— 

Elvira. Only do as we defire, and truſt to us that 
not an hair of your head ſhall be touched. Come on, 
Rolla !—are you reſolved ? 

Rolla. T am ready to follow you. 


Elvira. And may the angel appointed to deſtroy ty- 
rants, conduct our footſteps! [Exeunt 


SCENE X.— be infide Piz AnRO's tent. 


P1ZARRO alone, lying upon a couch ; he toſſes about in ae 
turbed ſleep, and at intervals utters broken 3 


Blood — blood !—no mercy ! |—revenge l—re venge hw 
Off with his head !—there lies the trunk — Ha 1b ha ! ha! 
Look at the flaxen hair—all dyed with blood! 


= 


SCENE XI.—Entr RoLLa and ELVIRA. 


Elvira. There he lies—now, quickly! 
Rolla. Go you, and leave me alone with him. 
Elvira. Why ſo! 

Rolla. I cannot ſtab in the preſence of a woman. 
Elvira. But. 

Rolla. Go, or I awaken him. 
Elvira. Then, call me when the deed is done. 
Killa. Wait without, ; 


Elvir 2. 
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Eluira. Be quick, leſt it be too late. =_ 
Rolla. {Goes up to Pizarro. with folded arms, and ob- 
ferves him earnefily) And this is the man who has ſo long 
difturbed our peace ! the robber whom fome angry god has 
ſent as a ſconrge among us Ie ſeems to be really aſleep. 
—Oh, God! and can a Pizarro fleep ! | 
Pizarro, Leave me leave me !—away ye phantoms ! 
 —Oh |—oh! : | | | 
Rolla. I was miſtaken—he cannot fleep Come 
hither, ye hardened villains !—look here !—fuch are the 
flumbers of the wicked. 
Pizarro. (Starting up terrified) Who's there |—Ho ! 
— Guards |! | | 
- Rolla. (Producing the dagger) Not a word, or you die 


this inſtant. 
Pizarro. Treaſon | treaſon | 
Rela. Speak ſoftly, I command you! 
- | Pizarro. And who are you? | | 
- Rolla. A Peruvian, as you ſee, and my name is 
Rolla. Your life is in my power,—to call for help would 
be vain, for my arm would be quicker than your guard. 
Pizarro. What would you have? 
Rolla. Not your life—for had that been my aim, I 
could have taken it as you flept—lI forbore to do ſo, be 
not alarmed therefore for-your ſafety. 


Pizarro. Speak, then, what is your buſineſs ? 


we. «+ " 


. 


SCENE XII.—Re-enter ELviRA haſlily. 


Elvira. Ha! how is this! (To Rolla) Traitor! 
Kall. Rolla js no fan... 
Pizarro. Who then is one? (He fixes his eyes on El- 
vira) Thou l thou! —baſe woman? Nl 
Elvira. Had-I loved aſſaſſination, thy life had an- 
ſwered my purpoſe better than thy death. But know, 
that neither vengeance nor jealouſy urged me to this ſte 
humanity alone raiſed my dagger againſt thee. It was 
aimed at the raviſher of crowns, the A ven of an injured 


people. I wiſhed to reſtore to Peru that peace of * 
| thy 


] 
t 
{ 
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ay tyranny has deprived her, and *twas therefore I re- 
ſolved upon thy death. ' 17 Hs ehtirt 
Rolla. Had the deed been as noble as the end pro- 
poſed, how had I admired you! OL DION 
Elvira. The deed was noble, as the only means of at- 
taining the nobleſt object to which my heart ever aſpired. 
Oh, why did I not take the execution on myſelf !—why 
did I entruft to another a work of ſuch importance 
Know, unſeaſonahle Philanthropiſt, that I had ſhewn 
more compaſſion by ſtriking this blow, than you have 
 ſhewn by your forbearance! "x 
Pizarro. Silence, frantic woman] and behold the com- 
paſſion I ſhall extend to you! Ho, there !=Guards | 
Enter | Guards) Seize this woman! ſhe ſought to mur- 
der your General. Let her be kept in the cloſeſt con- 
finement, and let new torments be deviſed— , | 
Elvira. Lou remain PizARRo, as I ELVIRA. Death 
is to me a welcome friend, ſince this ſtroke has failed ;— 
et, ere I go, hear me !—1 would, through compaſſion, 
ave diſmiſſed thee from the world without torture, but 
thou art condemned by a ſuperior power to breathe out 
thy ſoul amid the bittereſt pangs of repentance, and the 
ſevereſt laſhes of conſcience. —Go on, then! murder me 
alſo, thou ſcourge of the human race] bur remember that 
thy deceitful tongue firſt led me into the path of guilt— 
firſt beguiled me of my innocence, my happineſs! Do not 
the laſt words of my mother, as ſhe curſed the ſeducer of 
her child, ſtill vibrate in thy ears ?—Doſt thou not hear 
the groans of my dying brother, who, in ſeeking atone- 
ment for a ſiſter's ruined honour, fell by thy murderous 
ſword ?—Yes, tyrant !—tyrant !|—whether thou ſhalt fol- 
low me ſooner or later into the gloomy fhades of death, 
the muſic which thou haſt thyſelt prepared for thy recep- 
tion, is ever ready to welcome thee l the curſes of my 
mother, the dying groans of my brother, and the ſhrieks of 
thouſands of innocent victims, imprecating vengeance on 
thy guilty head. | | ee 
Pixarro. ¶ Endeavouring to ſuppreſs bis agitation } Will 
no one fulfil my commands? 3 
Elvira. Vou, Rolla, have deceived me but accept 
my forgiveneſs, and let not your contewpt follow me to 
the grave. I was once innocent, pious, and a'ſtranger to 
ſorrow. Oh! didivou know the artihces by which this 
Tale hypocrite 
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hypocrite deluded my guileleſs heart. how he gradually 


undermined every virtuous principle in my boſom, and led 
me, 4 . by ned into the abyſs of TRE; mm _ 8 
wang , I | 
<= you ſincerely. | 
"Eb, Puty from thee is a cooli wk to aſſvage the 
fever that rages in my conſcience.—Farewel ! 76 Pi- 
 zarro) And thou —ihou, who living, muſt anticipate the 
torments of a future world—go. on, purſue thy, career of 
ilt, but remember, that the time will come. when we 
all meet again l Yes, tyrant, we ſhall meet again |— 
The pro torture with which I am threatened, 1 de- 
item münd is Kill unconquered. — Greatiy to live, has 
deen denied me by a dannot prevent me from 
greatly dying! Keen guard . e 
nen 208 en 


j _— 


SCENE x Pie and Roa. 


* Rolla. I would not, on n any account, be i in thy place! 
Pizarro, . explain, I intteat, how this double 
miracle has been accompliſhed, that I ſhould ſee thee 
here, and as the protector of my life. | 

Rolla. I came to reſcue my friend, Alonzo. FREE 

Pizarra. Then art thou come in vain. My obliga- 
tions to thee are great--aſk whatever thou wilt. in ac- - 
knowledgment afithy, ſervices, except the life of this man. 

„. He Hen no longer in thy po. ' s 
izarro. Who is no r in my P pony 5 

Rolla. Alonso. 

Pizarro. He has eſcaped? 

Rolla. Ves. 

Pizarro. Curſes on the boy bow was that poſlible? 

Rolla, How was it poflible!---Y ou. deſpiſe us as 
barbarians, but learn, that we are not ſtrangers to the 
mod powerful feelings of friendſhip. ._ 
. Pizarro. Ha !---tt ou haſt then dared 

Rolla. Diſguiſed in the habit of a monk, I reached 
Alonzo" s tent-=-made him aſſume my borrowed form, 

1 59 10700 u 
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under ſhelter of which he fled, while I remained in his 


— 
ixarro. Oh, you have deprived me of the nobleſt 
vengeance. 


lia. He is a General, ſo am I, Take my life in- 
ſtead of his. os 


Pizarro. Peruvian, you extort my admiration. 

Rolla, Vet I feel myſelf humbled, when I reflect that 
I muſt only ſhare this renn with a woman. Elvira's 
viſit to him was, doubtlefs, with the ſame view. - 

Pizarro. Did Elvira viſit him? vile woman !---No, 
no, ſhe had far other motives,---ſhe' meant to have con- 
fided to him the 'commiſſion, which, not finding him, ſhe 
entruſted to you. Ohl then what gratitude ought I not 
to feel, that you promoted Alonzo's flight at ſo critical a 
moment I- -had the dagger been placed in his hand inſtead 
of your's my deſtruction had been inevitable. 

ella. "Think not ſo injuriouſly of my friend. He 
would have acted as I have done. 

Pizarro. Of that I doubt—and muſt, therefore, con- 
tinue to regard myſelf as deeply bound to you. Tell me 
how I can recompence a ſervice ſo important? 

Rolla. Can you make that a queſtion ? 

Pizarro, You are at liberty. - 

Rolla. That I could not doubt. 

Pizarro. Confeſs that thy enemy is not beneath thee 
in magnanimity. 
Rolla. He . his duty. | f 
. Pizarro. Go, and ſhould we meet again with arms in 

our hands 
Rolla, We will fight as becomes men of valour. 

Pizarro. I ſhall always avoid —_ thee an injury. 

Rolla. Do not ſay ſo; for, now 1 know thee, thou 
wilt be the firſt perſon I thall ſeek in the field of battle. 
Meanwhile, farewel!---God amend thee I- He is going, 
but returns) Vet one word more. The ſoldier who guatded 


Alonzo's tent, performed his duty---he is innocent of the 


priſoner's eſcape- pardon him 
Pizarro. This is no ſlight requeſt. 
Rolla. If it appear unreaſonable, let me remain here, 
and ſuffer whatever puniſhment he has incurred. 
Pizarro. Would you hazard your life for a common 


ſoldier ? 
ANY” 'L 3 Ralla. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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© Rolla. He is a man whom I have involved in misfor- 
tune. | 
Pizarro, Go in peace !---he has my pardon. 
Rolla. Give me your hand upon it. 
Pizarro. (Giving his hand) And let us be friends. 
Rolla. Live quietly among us, ſerve your God peace- 
ably, and leave us peaceably to ſerve ours, be the friend 
of virtue, and you will be mine! 
Pizarro. Conſign over to me the object for which I 
contend,---the throne of Quito dick} tel iy 
Rolla: Enough [---farewel 1--- en. 
Pizarro. ( Alone, 2 4 pauſe) And I have ſuffered 
him to leave me quietly l- How dangerous it is to liſten 
to the tongue of an enthuſiaſt, ſince the mind is involun- 
tarily ſwayed by his ſeatiments.---But I have given him 
my word.---My word !---And muſt I now conſult the 
chaplain, to aſcertain how far I am bound to keep my 
faith with a heathen ?---But this heathen is a hero, and 
heroes. throughout the world are of the ſame a” 
+ | | | LExit. 


SCENE xIV.—An open place near the Peruvian camp. 
NrALIBA repeſing under d tree. 


How ſilent and deſolate ſeems every thing around! 
---Are not our feelings much the ſame after a victory, as 
after a fever? while we would fain rejoice over the danger 
paſt, there is ſcarcely ſtrength remaining to utter our joy 
gur imiles are drowned by tears, and the acclamations 
we hear are only echoed by a ſigh. What a dearly-carned 
prize is victory -The records of hiſtory, while they tell 
of the numbers that fall in battle, are talent as to thoſe 
whom every conflict renders miſerable. The barbed arrow 
appears-to ſtrike only one hearr, but in that one, it often 
picrces an hundred. Oh, how gladly would I exchange 
all my victories for a ſingle harveſt-home ! 


SCENE. 
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SCENE XV. - -Enter a CouRTIER, 


Courtier. The herald is returned, but brings us no 
conſolation. | 


Ataliba. Is Alonzo dead? - , | 

Courticr. He is ſtill alive, but the Spaniards reje the 
proffered ranfom. Your treaſures, they arrogantly ſay, 
are ours; within a few days they will be in our poſſeſſion, 
_— we ſhall be your lords. In our power, conſiſts our 
right. _. $986, | 
en Not yet humbled! Are freſh ſupplies con- 
tinually riſing up among theſe ſerpents that hiſs around 
my throne ?--- Where is Alonzo's wife! 

Courtier. Fled with her child---but no one knows 
whither,---Rolla too has diſappeared.---The army ſtands 
in mate aſtoniſhment at the tidings. | 

Ataliba. Rolla gone!---1mpoſſible!---Rolla forſake me 
when I am ſurrounded by diſtreſs and danger !---Oh, 
God! is there no one to ki W the cares of royalty ?--- 


how gladly would I exchange fituations with the loweſt 
among my ſubjects! 


SCENE XVI. Enter ALonzo in his diſguiſe. 


Alonzo. Do I behold my ſovereign once more ? 

Ataliba. Alonzo !.--Art thou, indeed, Alonzo ? 

Alonzo, Where is my wife? | 

Ataliba. Oh welcome, but unexpected ſight ! 

Alonzo, Where is my wife! 

Ataliba. How did you eſcape ? 

Alonzo. Almoft by a miracle. 

Ataliba. Say how ? 1 

Alonzo. Who but Rolla could have made ſuch a ſacri- 
tice to the ſacred glow of friendſhip ?- Who but Rolla 
could have forced his way to my priſon, under ſuch a diſ- 


guiſe ?---He it was who looſened my chains to fix them 
upon himſelf. 


Ataliba. 
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Aaliba. Rolla in the enemy's power!---Ah! thou haſt 
indeed wounded me afreſh. 

Alonzo. Give me a ſword, with five hundred reſolute 
men, that I may haſten to ſave him 

Ataliba. Sha I hazard in you my laſt ſupport? _ 

Alonzo. The enemy is ifpirited, the camp on the right 
ſide weakl fortified, Pizarro has made himſelf odious 

by his barbarities, the ſoldiers begin to murmur againſt 
. let us not leave them time to recollect themſelves. 


One more victory, and we ſhall drive them back to the 
ocean, where the waves will ſwallow up our plagues, 


and their fapacity. 


Ataliba. Well then, I wilt myſelf ſurvey their camp, 


to aſcertain where, and how, an attack may be poſſible. 

Alonzo. Oh, do not expoſe yourſelf to ſuch danger !--- 
Conſider that you are our king. 

Ataliba. Wherever danger may threaten the children, 
thither the-father ſhould haſten himſelf. 
Alonzo. No, leave it to me !---only ſuffer me firſt to 
embrace my deareft wife. 
Ataliba. (With embarraſſment) Y our wife? 
Alonzo. Cora muſt, undoubtedly, have ſuffered much 
upon my account. 
Ataliba. Alas! ſhe has ſoffered moſt ſeverely | 

Alonzo. But in another moment her ſufferings ſhall be 
at an end. 

Ataliba. Where would you ſeek her ? 

Alonzo, Is the not here? 

Ataliba. Anguiſh has driven her hence. 

Alonzo, Whither? | 

Ataliba. Alas! we know not. Perhaps among the 
mountains, to her father. 


Alonzo. Oh, God! what a ſhivering has ſeized my 


whole frame. 

Courtier, She was ſeen upon the field of battle, and 
heard to call upon your name till night came on, when the 
ruſhed into the foreſt. 

Alonzo. Into the foreſt |---which ſwarms with the ene- 
my !--- (Gom 

"Ataliba. Alonzo, whither would you go? 

"Alonzo. Whitherſoever deſpair and anguiſh may drive 
me !---Good Inca, thou art fafe, the vanquiſhed enemy 
dare not at at preſent hazard an attack. Oh then, thou _— 

= tector 
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tector of every right! reſpect the rights of nature my 
Cora, my child, my all, is loſt !---Releaſe the General 
for a few moments from his duty, that the huſband may 
ſeek his diſtracted wife. | | 

Ataliba. I participate in your agony !---Go, but do 
not forget Rolla. F'P | 

Alonzo. Cora !---Rolla !---Some good angel direct my 
uncertain ſteps l- i [ Exit. 

Ataliba. (Io the Courtier) Lend me your ſword for a 
moment. (The Courtier gives him his ſword; the King en- 
deavours to brandiſh it, but finds himſelf unable). It will 
not do l- Unhappy king !--- What avail a prudent head 
and a willing heart, when the ſtrength is wholly exhauſt- 

ed 1. vio Re er arg — 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT, 
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> SOS. -V: 


SCENE 1. A thick Frreſt. "Is the Back. Ground a Hut 


' formed of Boughs of Trees. Thunder and Lightning. 


Cora enters with her Child in her Arms; ber Hair hangs 
wildly about her Neck; ſhe pants for Breath, and appears 


nearly exhauſted. 
"Cong: 


1 CAN no more I- Nature is weaker than Love !my 
heart would urge me forwards- but my ſtrength is gone! 
Sweet child! how ſoundly he ſleeps !--- Ah! his father 
Meeps too - The child will wake again, but the father, 
never l- never l- Ohl why am I a mother ?---why does 
this infant chain me to life ?--- Miſerable wretch that I am, 
I dare not die l- Where am I ?--- Whither does anguiſh 
drive me? -The lightning flaſhes among the trees, but 


it ſhews no path--- The thunder rolls among the moun- 


tains, and overpowers my feeble voice---I can go no fur- 
ther---my feet will no longer bear me. (She finks down 
under a tree.) Still doſt thou fleep, ſmiling angel ?--Glare 
around, ye lightnings! Roll on, thou thunder] yet this in- 
fant innocence ſtill lumbers ſecurely in his mother's arms. 
Iwill make a bed of moſs and leaves, and ſpread my veil 
over him,---then lie down by his fide and die. (She col- 
lefts moſs and leaves, and makes a bed for her child, then 
lays him down, and covers him with her veil.) There lie 
aud ſleep! and mayſt thou never awake to ſeek in vain 
for nouriſhment at the breaſt of thy lifeleſs mother !--- 
A miſt obſcures my ſenſes !---every limb is faint! every 
nerve unſtrung !---Is this death? (She leans againſ? 4 


tree.) 


(Alonzo s 
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( Alonz0's voice is heard at a diflance) Cora ! 

Cora. (Starting) What ſound was that ? 

Alonzo, (Still at a diſtance) Cora | 

Cora. Is it the echo of the thunder among the moun- 
tains ? 

Alonzo, Cora 

Cra. Hark !—did'n't J hear a ſpirit call 

Alonzo. (Somewhat nearer) Cora | ; 

Cora. Oh, my heart, do not deceive me I—It is 
Alonzo's voice! | 

Alonzo. (Still ſomewhat nearer) Cora | | 

Gra. (Moving a few fleps towards the voice) Alonzo, 
where are you ? 

Alonzo, Cora! | 825 

Cora. ( Following the voice a few ſteps further) Tis 
* 2 1 Lp 

Alonzo, ( Approaching) Cora 

Cora. Fs pphens towards the ſound) I ſeem to gain 
new ſtrength.—Alonzo |! 

lornizo. Cora | where are you? | 

Cra. Here |—here — (She diſappears among the trees; 
her voice and Alonxo s are heard for ſome time, calling to each 
other, —till at laſt by a reciprocal exclamation of tranſport, 
| they appear to have met.) | 


SCENE II.— Enter two SPANISH SOLDIERS, drunk. 


Firſt Soldier. ' Brother, whither are you leading me ? 
Second, Wherever you pleaſe, brother. 
Firſt. We have loſt our way. 
8 We ſhall do, if we keep the Sun on our left 
hand. | 

Firſt. The Sun !---Can you ſee the ſun ? 

Second. Fool! who can ſee the ſun when 'tis be- 
kind thunder-clouds ? - bs 
| * Then, if we keep the lightning on the left 
hand !--- | | 

Second. That will do as well. We are not far from 
the camp, I heard the outpoſts call Cora 

Firſt, That's the watch-word, I ſuppoſe. 

Second. Aye, aye, come along. (They perceive the 


child.) | 
1555 M Firſt. 


* 
18 
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Firſt. Halloo! brother! What have we here ? 
Second. A child, as I live ! 
Firſt, How came it here? 

Second, What is to be done with it? es 
Firſt. *Tis no concern of ours, let it lie, tis a hea- 
| then's child. | = 8 | 

Second. It ſleeps ſo ſweetlv.---I have one at home, juſt 
like it.] have a great mind to take it with me. 
Fir. Take it, if you pleaſe, but don't give it to me 
if you find it heavy, and grow tired of it. MeL 
Second. I. the chil 
is as light as a feather. 
Firſt. "Tis plaguy dark, here---out of the foreſt,*we 
ſhall have more light. | | 
Second. Well, well, go on! | | 
BY: 1 2 ſoldiers with the child. 
as voice is heard on the e fede. This wa 

Alonzo, it was here T left him. 8 8 e 

Second Soldier. (Behind the ſcenes) The boughs run 
into one's eyes, at every ſtep. | 

Ora. * (Approaching nearer) My heart cannot deceive 


in his arms) Poor little daer ! 


me, I am ſure we are at the ſpot. 
Soldier. (At a greater diſtance] Down yonder to the 
left, I ſee the camp. 


SCENE III. Enter Cora and AtLoxazo. 


Cra. Here is the place; it was under this tree 
(She runs up to the tree, but finding only the veil, and 
the child gone, ſhe ſpriets, and ſinks to the ground.) 

Alonzo (Throwing himſelf by her) Cora, what is the 
matter? — —ñ— 

Cora ( Raifing herſelf up) He is gone 

4. Fan- Gol n 

Cora. He is gone 

Alonzo. Let us ſeek him. 

Cora. My child !—O my child! 

Alonz9. here did he lie ? 

Cora. (Throwing herſelf on the ſpot) Here 
f | Alonzds 


THE, DEATH OF ROLLA., | 83 
Alonzo. He 'waked, and has crawled to a little. diſ- 


tance. 
| * (Starts up and ſearches about) Oh, no !---he is 
gone 
Alonzo, Be calm! he will certainly be found. 
Gra. Fernando !---my Fernando | 
Alonzo. He cannot be far off. Are you certain this 
was the place ? 
. Cora. Was not the veil lying here ?---He is torn in 
pieces by wild beaſts | 
Alonzo. Do not think the worſt. 
L0G. I cannot think---I only ſee my mangled 
child. 
Alonzo. Cora, for God's ſake--- 
Cora. There is no God 
Alonzo, What a dreadful aſſertion | 
Cra. What have I done to deſerve the load of miſery 
heaped upon me ? 
Alonzo. Cora | ---deareſt wife !---calm theſe tranſ- 
por 5 


or dea | 
Alonzo, Do you not ſee a hut among the trees ? 
Cora. Ha l. there lives the wretch who has robbed 
me of my child! (She haſtens towards the hut) 
Alonzo, Cora, beware! it may be inhabited by Spa- 
niards. 
Cora. I will go, were it the abode of dæmons! 
Alus. Let me go firſt. (Knocks at the door) 


(Lifting her eyes to heaven) Give me my child, 


SCENE IV. Enter Las-CasaAs, from the Hut. 


Las- Caſas. Who knocks? 
Cira. Give me back my child, 
Las-Caſas. Young woman, what would you have? 
Alenze. Oh, God} do not my eyes deceive me J. — 
Las-Caſas ! 

Las- Caſas. Alonzo, do 1 behold thee again? (Em- 
bracing him) 

Alonzo. My kind inſtructor 

Las-Caſas, My beloved friend! 

M 2 Gora. 
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Cora. Where have you concealed my child! 

Las-Caſas. What is the meaning of this ? 

Alonzo, In what a moment of diſtreſs, have we met 
again! a 

* 8 Good old man, you ſeem not deſtitute of 

humanity !—have compaſſion upon a wretched mother! 

2 I do not underſtand you, 

Cora. | will be your ſervant as long as I live—my 
child ſhall be your ſlave. | 

Las-Caſas. Is ſhe diſtraed ? 

Alonzo, She is my wife, we have loſt our child, 

Las-Caſas. Where did you loſe him ? | 

Alonzo. He was left ſleeping under yon' tree. 

Las-Caſas. Did you leave him ? 

Cora. Oh, you are right! I was an unnatural mother, 
J forſook my child, the chaſtiſement of the gods purſues 
me. 22 5 

Las- Caſas. Would chat it were in my power to afford 
yc u conſolation |! | = | 
Alonzo. Aſſiſt me to ſupport this miſery. 

Gora. (Diſtracted) Look at the ſpeckled ſnake ! how 
he winds round the child's body !---Ha ! hear how the 
venomous reptile hiſſes---ſee ! with his ſting he pierces 


my poor boy's heart 
— Deareſt Cora, recolle& yourſelf. 
Cra. Look at the dreadful Condor, hovering in the 
air !---See | he darts down upon his prey! he fixes his 
claws in the helpleſs creature !---Ha1 look at the ſa- 
vage Tyger, crouching behind the buſh---ſee ! he \ rings 
forward---look ! the blood guſhes out ! help! help [ (She 
throws herſelf upon the ground) | 

Alonzo. ( Kneeling by her) Oh, my wife l- my ſon !--- 

Las-Caſas. And, muſt the form of miſery purſue me, 
even into this deſert ? . 

Alonzo. Conſole us, Las-Caſas! — my kind in- 
28 conſole us ! do not forſake us at this dread- 

ul hour! 

Las-Cafas, I will remain with you but we are not 
ſafe near the Spaniſh camp. Haſten to your own friends; 
I will accompany you. 

Alonzo. How ſhall we bear away this poor creature ? 

Las-Caſas. Let us endeavour to recover her. 

Alonzo, Come, deareſt Cora, let us go. 


Cora, 
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Alonzo, To our own camp. 

Cera. Shall I leave this ſpot ?--this ſpot where my 
child died ! | | 

Alonzo. We are ſo near the enemy. 

Cora. Barbarian — will you even prevent my collect. 
ing the bones of my child. | 

Alonzo, Thy father and brother are arrived at the 
camp. 

1 I have neither father nor brother. I once had 
a ſon, | 

Alonzo, We will ſeek for him. 

Cora. (Springing up) Seek for him! Oh, where! 
where |! 

Alonzo. And this old man will aſſiſt us. 
Cora. Yes, good old man, aſſiſt us to look for him |! 

Las-Caſas. Moſt willingly, only be calm, 
Cra. Have you any children? 

Las-Caſas. No. 

Cora. Then I can pardon you. Would you calm a 
mother, give her back her loſt child. (She ruſhes out) 
' Las-Caſas. (Haſtening after her) Endeavour to lead 
her to the right—that way lies your camp. | 

Alonzo, The ſight of you was to me like beholding 


an angel, 1  [Execunt, 


SCENE V.---4n out-poſt of the Spaniſh camp, 
RoLLA bound in chains, is dragged in by ſeveral folders, 


Soldier. Hither, thou worſhipper of idols. 

Rolla. I was ſet at liberty by Pizarro himſelf. 

Soldier. We know nothing about that, and no heathen 
eſcapes from us with life, - much leſs with liberty. Come, 
away to the General's tent. 

— Soldier. Silence, brother 1---behold the Ge- 
neral. | 

Pizarro. (Entering) What is the matter here ?---Ha ! 
---Do ! ſee right ?---Rolla ? 
Rolla, (Sarcaſtically) Yes, Rolla ! To your aſtoniſh- 

ment, I ſuppoſe. 
Pizarro. 
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Pizarro. And bound! 1 9 

Rolla. So faſt that he need not give you any un- 
eaſineſs. | mY 

Pizarro, Who has dared to treat thus injurioully the 
man that ſaved my life. | 
Soldier. He acknowledges himſelf to be a General 
among his own people. He wanted to ſteal through our 
outpoſts. boi 

Rolla. (Contemptuouſly) Steal | | 

Soldier. We ſtopped him, and Almagro ordered us to 
put him in chains. | | 

Pizarro. (Jo Rolla) Vou find that I am innocent of 
this. (To'the Soldiers) Take off his chains! (They obey) 
It is humiliating, to behold a hero like Rolla unarmed; 
take this. (Gives him a ſword) Now, underſtand the 
Spaniſh character. We can eſteem generoſity even in 
an enemy. - | Ts 

Ralla. (Taking the Sword), And a Peruvian knows 
how to forget injuries. I pardon you. 5 

Pizarro. Nor will you, I truſt, withdraw that par- 
don, even though I. ſhould confeſs, that I cannot be 
angry with my people, ſince I am indebted to this acci- 
dent for a ſecond interview with ſuch a man. | 

Rolla. Enough of ſmooth word:—let me depart, 
Pizarro. At your own pleaſure, Let ſuffer me to 
cheriſh the pleaſing hope, that this renewed acquaintance 
may be the means of bringing us to a better underſtand. 
ing. Rolla and Pizarro were not created to hve in eter- 
nal enmity. | 

Rolla. | promiſe thee my friendſhip, as ſoon as the - 
ocean ſhall lie between us. | 

Pizarro. How, if we could be united by one common 
objet ?—When we met before, you heard with im- 
patience my hopes of aſcending the throne of Quito. 
That idea I now renounce, and only. aſk that you ſub- 
mit to the Spanith ſceptre, and embrace the Chriſtian 
faith— then wil! peace be eſtabliſhed between us on a ſolid 
and permanent baſis. | | 

Rella. Wonder ful 1noderation |! LENA 

Pizarro. On Pizarro's friendſhip hangs the protection 
of a mighty monarch—and this friendſhip Pizarro offers, 


while he tenders you his hand. 
; Rolla. 
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Rolla. Rolla is no traitor. | 

Pizarro. By accepting the offer, you will avert a load 
of miſery from your country. 

Rolla,” Þ owe my country, the facrifice of my life, but 
not of my honour. | | 

Pizarro. You would only deprive a weak king of a 
ſtation to which he is — | 

Rolla. Ataliba weak ! --- But were he ſo, a king 
who makes his people happy, is ſtrong in his people's 
ove. - | 

Pizarro. Conſider this propoſal well. | 

Rolla. It has been long decided by my conſcience. 

Pizarro. Recollect, that deſpiled friendſhip rages 
with no leſs fury than deſpiſed love. | 

Rolla. Ha !---this is what I expected !--- Why thus 
torment thyſelf, to ſeek for flimſy ſubterfuges? . Throw 
off the maſk. at once. 

Pizarro. (Endeavouring to ſmother his rage) Rolla, 
do not miſtake me | 

Rolla. May I depart ? 

Pizarro. (After a firuggle) Yes, --you may depart. 

* Will nothing obſtruct my return to our own 
camp 

Pizarro. Nothing --- unleſs repentance bring you 
back to us. 3 


Rolla. Thanks to the gods ! Rolla never found cauſe 
to repent any action of his life! 


SCENE VI. --- Enter the tus SoLvIets with the 
CHILD, | | 


Firft Soldier. General, we have found a child. 
: Pizarro. What is that to me ?-—away with you. 
Soldier. It was lying in the foreſt, not far from the 
Pizarro. Throw it into the farſt ditch you find. 


Ralla. 


_ —_ _ — ̃ —— 


© "AI * _ 


—— Wie 
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Rolla. Gracious God! it is Alonzo's child. 

P ixarro. How! 

Rolla. (To the Soldiers) Give it to me. 

Pizarro (Stepping in between them) Not ſo haſty !——- 
Alonzo's child did you fay ?---Fortunate chance !--- 
welcome, little creature! --- thou ſhalt ſerve me as a 
ſcourge to chaſtiſe thy father's follies. | 

Rolla. Does Pizatro make war on children? 

Pizarro. You cannot underſtand me. I have an old 
account to ſettle with Alonzo. I might inſtantly pay my 
debt by plunging: a dagger into the breaſt of this child; 
but that were merely to pay him,—and I muſt now make 
him my debtor. | = 

Rolla. You are right—I do not underſtand you. 

Pizarro. What think you of elevating this little head 
upon the point of a lance ?—Then, when the hero, Alonzo, 
ſhall be preſſing forward through the thickeſt ranks of the 
enemy, bearing down all' before him, like the waters of a 
ruſhing ſtream, what will be the mound to flop his pro- 
greſs ?—the head of a child. See, where the hero ſtands 
motionleſs as a ftatne—his ſword falls from his palſied 
hand—his eyes are immovably fixed, with a flare of 
horror, upon the bloody banner, from which drops till 
trickle down upon the lance.— This will be a fight ! 
(Hitb malicious exultation.) | 

Rolla. Pizarro, are you a man! 

Pizarro. And when he returns home to the eagerly- 
expecting mother, as ſhe throws her ſnowy arms around 
his neck, and with her filken hair wipes the bloody 
drops from his ſhoulder, then will he ſay, with a tender 
kiſs, « My love! you ſuppoſe this to be the blood of an 


„ enemy—but. no, no, lowed from the veins of thine 


« own child!“ - Oh, glorious — | 
Rolla. Look, how the infant ſmiles !—And could you 
murder ſuch innocence ? 8 8 
Pizarra. Could you wring the neck of a dove? - 
Rolla. Do you want a ranſom ?—I will ſend you ten 
times the boy's weight in ſilver. | 


Pizarro. Let it be caſt into a ſtatue of him, and. 
placed upon his grave. : 
| b Rolla. 
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Rolla. Pizarro, you thanked me for your life—give me 
in return, the life of this child. | 


Pizarro. Do you ſeek to ſhame me by ſo paltry a re- 
queſt ? | 


Rolla. Send back the child, and I will remain your 


priſoner. | 
Pizarro, You are at full liberty. 


Rolla. Surely it is impoſſible that nature can have put 


thee out of her hands, in a manner ſo careleſs and unfiniſh- 
ed, as not to have given human feelings to thy heart.— 
Behold me at thy feet,. the man who ſaved thy life, - Who 


devotes himſelf to be thy ſlave, if thou will ſurrender this 
child to his parents! 


Pizarro. The child ſhall remain here. | 

Rolla. (With growing rage) Pizarro hear me! 

Pizarro. Either you inſtantly become the vaſſals of 
Spain, or this child remains my priſoner. 

Rolla, Well then !—( He ſprings forwards, haſtily 
nate hes the child from the ſoldier, claſps it with his left 
arm, and with his right draws his fword) I have 
not received this weapon in vain,—this child is mine ; 
who dares attempt to folow me, dies. (Exit 
boftih) | 

Pizarro. Fool- hardy boaſter !—audacious madman |! 
—away ſoldiers, haſten. after him; and, if poſſible, bring 
him back alive. (Exeunt ſeveral ſoldiers) What dzmon 
poſſeſſes this man! Fool that 1 was, to give him a 
ſword! (Locking after Rolla) How the madman de- 
fends himſelf !—he gains ground of his  purſuers——by 
Heaven he will eſcape them !—away, more of you join the 
purſuit—no longer attempt to preſerve his life—/' Execunt 
other Soldiers) Ah! I can no longer ſee him—the hill 
now conceals him from me. Madman, do not impute 


thy death to me I would gladly have made thee my friend, 


and diſcharged the obligations I owe thee. (S-veral 
guns are heard fired at a diflance) Farewe] ! thou 
haſt deſerved an honourable death! (Enter a Soldier )— 
Well, what news ? | 
Soldier, Be ſatisfied, General, the hero cannot proceed 
much farther—a ſh'»t hit him on the right ſide, and I ſaw 
him fall. | 
Pizarro. More gladly would I have heard that he was 
N taken 
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taken alive. Preſumptuous heathen Ito offer me defis 
ance, in my own camp. | 

Soldier. Your order to fpare him, has coft the lives of 
four of our ſoldiers. (Another Soldier enters) 

Second Soldier. He has forced his way through every 
obſtacle, and reached the ont-poſts of his own camp. 

Pizarro. (Stamping upon the ground) Curſed for- 
tune * 
| Second Soldier. But he is mortally wounded, —His death 
is certain. 

Pisarro. And notwithſtanding that, forced his way 
through ? RN * phe | 

Sol ier. Never did I behold courage equal to his. All 
the fabulous feats of our, Mooriſh knights, are nothing, 
compared with what he has actually performed. Four of 
us, who endeavoured to take him alive, fell by his ſword. 
A ſhot from another levelled him with the ground, but he 
inſtantly ſtarted up again, laid the child down, and leaning. 
againſt a tree, dealt his ſtrokes around him every way, like 
the angel with the flaming ſword, till two more were 
ſtretched dead at his feet. The reſt then began to prepare 
their fire-arms, when he caught up the child, and darting 
forwards like an arrow, was quickly out of their reach— 
but the tree againſt which he had leaned, and the place 
where he ſtood, were dyed with blood, and by his blood, 
every ſtep that he ran might be traced. The ſoldiers 
fired ſeveral ſhot after him, but he ſoon diſappeared bchind 
the kill. 

Pizarro. Why did you not mount your horſes ? 

Soldier. They were grazing behind the camp, 

Pizarro. Curſed idolater !—and yet I cannot refuſe 
him my warmeſt admiration. Give me a thouſand ſuch 
menz—and I would conquer the world. (Eæeunt.) 


SCENE VII.—4: open place near tie Peruvian camp. 
ATAL1BA enters with folded arms, and wrapped in theught. 


The enemy is quiet, my army ſleeps, the ſtorm has paſſed 


over, and no breath of wind whiſpers among the 3 
| beep 
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deep and folemn ſilence reigns around, and all things both 
in the animate and the inanimate creation, ſeem to taſte 
-repoſe,—all but my throbbing heart. Why is that ſtill 
reſtleſs? Why muſt I alone be haunted by the phantoms of 
the ſlain? Why muſt J alone be inceſſantly tormented with 
ideal ſounds, as of dying groans ?—Was is not for God and 
my native land, that my ſword was drawn? 


SCENE VIII—Enter Cora diſtracted. 


Cora. Whither do you lead me? Where is my child's 
2 (Seeing Ataliba.] Hal- thou firſt-born of th 
un, give me back my child. 
Ataliba. Cora, whence come you ? | 
Gora. From the grave where they have laid my child, 
Oh! it is deep in the earth there all is cold and damp— 
Oh—h—h! how I ſhiver! i 
4 Ataliba, Ah! fight of woe! (Enter Alonzo and Las- 
1 
2 Unhappy creature! whither does thy miſery 
lead thee? | 5 
Cora. Silence! Alonzo, behold here, the firſt-born of 
our God!—the Sun is his father—he has only to ſpeak the 
word,—and the grave will give back its prey. (She claſps 
Ataliba's knees) Speak, my king! have compaſſion upon 
a mother's anguiſh |! | | 
Ataliba, , God! what does ſhe mean? 
Alonzo, We have loſt our child, 
Ataliba. Wretched mother |—alas, I cannot help thee 
AI am only a king. | | 
Cora. To whom, then, am I to apply?—to whom, but 
thee, have the gods entruſted our lives? — Was it not by 
thee that the Peruvians were led io battle ?-Did not my 
Alonzo fight for thee? —wilt thou refuſe the only recom- 
pence we alk for all that he has done,—the life of a child 
who {hall himſelf one day take arms for thy defence. 
 Mealtba. Cruſh me, ye gods! I will meet my fate with 
reſignation! | : 
Cra. (Springing up) Oh, tyrant —canſt thou witneſs 
—_ = my 


* 
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my anguiſh, unmoved?—lIs not thy ambition yet ſatiated 
with blood? ——Is it not enough, that, to every one 
of theſe diamonds hangs a drop of the vital ſtream ?— 
but muſt thou alſo tear children from their mother's breaſts, 
and caſt them to -the wild beaſts?— Ha] what is the dia- 
dem to me? what to me the throne of Quito?—hither, 
hither, ye mothers, whom this victory has made childleſs ! 
hither to me! help me to curſe! that our miſery may aſcend 
to heaven with the exultations of this barbarian !—And, if 
hereafter he ſhall experience the anguiſh of only one wretch- 
ed mother, he will be ſufficiently tormented! (She ſinks 
exhauſted upon the ground) wee Dl | 

Alonzo, (To Ataliba, as he catches Cora in his arms) For- 
give a mother's diſtraction bf 

Ataliba. (Wriping tears from his eyes) The throne 
has no charms which can atone for witneſſing ſuch 

ony. | | 

Cora. (Smiling) Alonzo bring me the child, that he 
may receive his accuſtomed nouriſhment. Inhuman, Alon- 
20 you ſee me dying, yet will not let me feaſt once more 
upon his infant ſmiles! - | 

Alonzo, This complaining is more painful than even 
thy rage. Yes, unhappy mother! rage on, thou haſt no 
longer a child! 

Cora. ( Falling back) Unhappy mother! thou haſt ns 


longer a child 


* 


SCENE IX. — Euter a PERU vIAN 


Peruvian. Rolla comes. 

Ataliba and Alonzo. Rolla! (Rolla Rlaggers upon the 
age, with a death like paleneſs in his countenance, the bloody 
ſword in his right hand, and the child in his left) . 
Ataliba, Oh God! what do | ſee! 

Rolla. (In a faint voice, and ſinking upon his knee, un- 
able to apprach the fainting Cora) Cora!—your child! 

Cora. (Opening her eyes, and ſeeing the child, ſtarts up 
and ſtretches out her arms to receive him) My child !- 
and covered with blood, 


Ralla, ( Holding out the child to her) It is my any. 
| ra. 


* 
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Cora. (Claſping the child to her breaſt) My child: 
Oh Rolla! 
Rolla. I loved thee !—thou haſt ſuſpected me unjuſtly! 
I can no more! (He inks down) 
Alonzo. ( Throwing himſelf by him) Rolla ! thou dieſt ! 
Rolla. For Cora. (Expires) 
Cora. ( Looking with agony at the body) Did ever man 
love like this man? — Oh child too dearly purchaſed ! 
Alonzo. Las-Caſas, help me to believe in a juſt God! 
Las-Caſas. His ways are incomprehenſible pray to 
him, and be reſigned! FOI: > 


(The Curtain falls.) 


END OF THE PLA. 
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I. On the firſt Day f Fune was publiſhed, 8 


PRICE be SHILLINGS, 
NUMBER IV. FI continued Monthly), Of the 


Medical and Phyſical Journal; 


Containing the earlieſt by An on 8 s of | 
MEDICINE,, SURGERY, CHEMISTRY, PHARMACY, BO- 
TANY, AND NATURAE HISTORY. 


hen a Critical Analyſis of all new Medical Publication, Domeſtic 
and Foreign. 


UNDER THE GENERAL SUPERINTENDANCE OF 


Dr. BRADLEY, 


Member of the Royal College of Phyſicians, Boden; Phyſician to 
the Weſtminſter Hoſpital, and to the Aſylum for Female Orphans ; 
Lecturer on the Theory and Practice of Medicine, &c. &c. 
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Dr. WILLICH, - 


Author of Lectures on Diet and Regimen; Cock the Elements of 
Critical Philoſophy ;—A Comparative View of the Chemical and 
Medical Properties of the Briſtol Hotwell Water, &c. &c. 


II. In one * Volume Octavo, Price 88. 6d. in 
boards 
| WITH THIRTY ENGRAVED PORTRAITS, 
A New Edition, reviſed and corrected of 


Public Characters of 1798-9: 


Conſiſting of copious and intereſting Biographical Memos 


EICHTY of che moſt diſtinguiſhed Public Characters 'of 
the preſent Period, 


Nalives of Great Britain and Ireland, 
Written with Accuracy and Candour. 


IN THE PRESS, 


TRAVELS 


THROUGH THE UNITED STATES OP 
NORTH AMERICA AND UPPER 
CANADA, 


AND THE * 
COUNTRY OF THE IRO9UOIS, 
In the Years 1796-7 and 8; 


WIr i 
AN AUTHENTIC ACCOUNT OF LOWER CANADA; 
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New and intereſting Books publiſhing by R. Phillips, 
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NEW AND IMPORTANT SCHOOL BOOK. 


This day was publiſhed, Price 48. 6d. bound, with the uſual allowance to Schagls, 
embelliſhed with a beautiful Frontiſpiece, 

THE BRITISH NEPOS; or YOUTH's MIRROR: Being ſele& Lives of 
Iluſtrious Britons, who have been diſtinguiſhed by their virtues, talents, or re- 
markable progreſs in life, with incidental and practical refletions. Written por- 
poſely for the uſe of Schools, and carefully adapted to the ſituations and capacities 


of Britiſh Youth. 
By WILLIAM MAVOR, LED. 
Vicar of. Hurley, Berkſbire ; and Chaplain to the Earl of Dumfries. 

The following CRITICAL APPROBATIONS cannot fail to ſatisfy Parents and Tutots 
of the Propriety of introducing Dr. Mawor's Britiſh Nepos to their reſpective Children 
and Pupils : - . | 
40 The Biography of illuſtrious men deſerves a more diſtinguiſhed rank than it 

has hitherto occupied in the ſyſtem of Britiſh education, We think Dr. Mavos's 

NePos has ſome advantages to recommend it to extenſive circulation, It is com- 

endious, and includes thoſe prominent characters of Britiſh excellence with which it 
is chiefly deſirable for our Youth to be acquainted. The ſtyle in which the Lives 
are written may juſtly be commended,” | Critical Review, April. 

« J cannot cloſe this Paper without expreſſing my great ſatisfaCtion at having 
lately met with a Publication profeſſedly adapted for Young Perſons, which promiſes 
well to check the evil I have been complaining of reſpetting other School- Books. From 
the plan and execution of it, I am warranted in giving it a ſtrong recommendation, as 
being moſt admirably, calculated to cheriſh the beſt and moſt tried principles m 
young minds. The Book which I have in my eye is Dr. Mavor's BRITISH NPOs, 
or Lives oF ILLUsTRIOUS BRITONS.” The perſons whoſe memoirs this judicious 
Biographer has ſelected for the improvement and entertainment of young perfans, are 
thoſe who have filled up the moſt important ſtations in Society with the greateſt glory 
to themſelves and advantage to the State. The actions of theſe great men are told in 
a plain and pleaſing manner; and what is no ſmall difficulty in a Work adapted for 
juvenile Capacities, the incidental reflections ſuggeſted by particular circumſtances, or 
traits of character, are ſo naturally made, that the reader cannot but feel the effect of 
the example with a force equal to the pleaſure excited by the ſtory.” 

Chriſtian Speftator, No. IX. 

„ The patterns of excellence here placed before the eyes of young minds, are 
all diſtinguiſhed by ſuch talents and virtues, as every parent would wiſh ſucceſsfully 
cultivated by his offspring. The vices which here and there darken. the picture, 
only render the luſtre of the whole the more ſufferable, and ſhade a brilliancy, other- 
wiſe both offenſive and inimitable. We know not, that from the ample circle of 
Britiſh biography, a more animating and improving ſelection could be made. The 
experience and acquiſitions of thoſe who have diſtinguiſhed themſelves in almoſt every 
public and private walk of ſociety, are thus held up, in minute traits, and beautifully 
coloured from nature, both for the entertainment and inſtruction of the riſing genera- 
tion. And no exhibition occurs to our recollection, where a greater variety of uſeful 
and intereſting paintings from life, can he ſeen more readily, and at leſs expence; or to 
which the young, of all deſcriptions, may repair with a certainty of receiving both 
pleaſure and profit. — | New London Review for February. 

The ſelection is extremely juditious, and the execution is correſpondent. The 
principles throughout are entitled to our unqualified praiſe; and we have no doubt the 
author wrote with a view to the inculcation of thoſe maxims, civil, moral, and reli- 
gious, which have raifed Great Britain to ſuch an exalted height among the nations 
of the earth, and the obſervance of which alone can perpetuate her glory and her proſ- 
perity. Did our limits permit, we ſhould have been happy to hve given one of 
the lives as a ſpecimen ; but we have little doubt the whole will be read with avidity, 
and ſuperſede the neceſſity of our recommendation.“ 


Young Gentleman's and Lady's Magazine for February. 


New Books Publiſhing by R. Phillips; Pizarro, c. 


A work of this deſcription has certainly been long wanted for the uſe of Sthools. 
Tt is a well- ſelected and correctly written ſeries of Lives, from that of ALFRED Tas 
GREAT, to that of HowaRD the Philanthropiſt. We notice it in the Ladies“ Annual 
Regiſter, becauſe we deem it an excellent book for the ſchool-room, either in public 
ſeminaries or private families. Ladies Annual Regiſter, 1798.—page 130. 

The characters here exhibited are very happily — and diſplay a neatneſs ſur. 
Paſſing any of our author's preceding labours. The ſelection is made with judgment, 
and the abſtract of each Life is a collection of traits ſo happily placed, as to have the 
beſt effect on young minds. In ſhort, we have here a very inſtructive compilation, both 
for old and ydung. It contains a great deal both of public and private hiſtory ; and 
to the ring generation in faſhionable circles, or the great world, the leſſons it teaches, 
and che intormation it affords, are of the laſt importance. Sa 

2 L.ua die Muſeum, February, 1799. 
, 7 —  _ . 
Uniforin. Edition of Six of the beſt Plays of KRoTtzEBUR. 

1. PIZARRO -The SPANIARDS IN PERU, or the DEATH OF ROLLA, 
a celebrated Tragedy, in Five Act; and the Original of PIZARRO : Faithfully 
tranſlated from the genuine Original of KoTzEBUE, with the Choruſſes, &c. By 
Miſs PLUMPTRE, Price Half a Crown. | __ 21 

2. The NATURAL SON, or LOVER's VvoWs; the Sixth Edition. Price 
Halt-a- Crown. | - n 

3. The COUNT OF BURGUNDY ; the Secand Edilion: as performed at Covent 
Garden Theatre, on the 12th of April. Price Halt-a-Crown, 

4. The VIRGIN OF THE SUN. Price Half. a- Crown. 

5. The FORCE OF CALUMNY ; -Price Half-a-Crown. 

Theſe Five are faithful Tranſlations by MISS PLUMPTRE, and have been 

ured quuth a very uncommon degree of public approbation and preference. 

6. SELF IMMOLATION, or FAMILY DISTRESS, a Drama; which 
KyTZEBUE himſelf is known to eftcem as one of the happieſt efforts of his genius. 
Tranilated by H. Neuman, Etq. price 28. 

; 8 - 

V. An AUTHENTIC NARRATIVE of the Journey of the Dutch Eaſt-India 
Company to the Court of the Emperor of China, in the years 1794 5 (ſubſequent to 
that of the Fart of Macartney), by Van Braam ; with a Chart of the Route, 2 vols. 

This Edition is faithfully tranflated, without any alteration whatever, from the go- 
ruimne original, pubiiſted by M. VAN BRaamM in the French language, at Philadelphia, - 
and d:dtcated by bim to GENERAL WASHINGTON. ; | 

Critical Approbaticons of this Wark, . 

% The preſen; narrative of the recent Dgtch,embaſſyto China bears evident indi- 
eations of verac: -, and will be a valuable addition to our literary ſtock of writings 
in this claſs. M. Van Braam, as the ſecond perſonage in that miffion, had better op- 

unities of making obſervations, than thoſe of inferior rank who were attached to 
it; the French editor would have this account conſidered ag,demi-official : a claim to 
which, prob:bly, there will be no exception.” —»>/Mofthly.Reaiew, March. 

The work before us is highly interefting in reſpect to theagricultiire and manual 
arts of the Cuineie, for both of-which ſubjects the authar ſęems to have a taſte, He is 
allo anxious to Giciibe every thing that tends to the extenſton of the commerce, or 
manufactures of that great empire. The imagination af the author does not appear to 
have been miſled by the romantic deſcriptions of his predeceſſors: on the contrary, his 
information frequently aſſumes the appearance of a contradictory intruſion upon their 
reveries, and diſſolves the ſpell of their enchantments. The tranſlation ſeems to be 
execute with more than uſual attention. Analytical Re vienu, February. | 

* We muſt here clole our review of this intereſting journal. The extracts we have 
given will ſhew its ſpirit and execution. We muſt confeſs that the ſtyle is tolerably 
free from any admixture of foreign idiom; it is always neat, and ſometimes elegant; 
an we think the Engliſh tranflator abundantly competent to his talk. Prefixed is a 
Map, which adds to the pleaſure and convenience of the reader.“ 
| New London Review, March. 
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